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Both uttered a stifled exclamation of Joy, as their island also, alter a moment*! 
itoppage, began to float away fh>m the shore, and the increasing thickness of the 
fog assured them that they were taking the right course. — 1*agk 840. 
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THE WOOD-RANGERS. 



CHAPTER I. 

Pftpfi, THS SLBSPSS. 

No landscape on the Biscajaa coast, presents a mors 
imp«>sing and picturesque aspect than the little village of 
Elancho\'L Lying within an amphitheatre of cliffs, whose 
crests rise above the roofi of the houses, the port is pro- 
tected from the surge of the sea by a handsome little jetty 
of chiselled stone ; while the single street of which the vil- 
lage is composed, commencing at the inner end of the mole, 
sweeps boldly up agamst the &ce of the precipice. On both 
ffldes, the houses, disposed in a sort of ichekm^ rise, terrace- 
fike, one above the other; so that viewed from a distance, 
the street presents the appearance of a gigantic stairway. 

In these, the common dwellings, there is not much variety 
of architecture ; since the village is almost exclusively inha- 
bited by poor fisherman. There is one building," however, 
that is conspicnons — so mnch so as to form the principal 

r<>ature of the landscape. It is an old chateau— perhaps the 
ily building of this character in Spain— whose slate roofii 

\nd gothic turrets and vanes, rising above the highest point 
iif the cUffi^ oi4Npook the honsea^of the village. 
Tfak mansion belonged to the noble family of MedianSi 
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and formed part of the grand estates of this ancient house. 
For a long period, the Counts of Mediana had not inhabited 
llie chateau of Elanchovi, and it had fallen into a state of 
neglect and partial decay, presenting a somewhat wild and 
desolate aspect. However, at the beginning of the year 
180$, during the troubles of the French invaaon, the Count 
Don Juan, then head of the fiimilj, had chosen it as a safe 
residence for his young wife Do£La Loisa, whom he passton- 
ately loved. 

Here Don Juan passed the first months of his married life 
—a marriage celebrated nnder drcumstanoes of sad angttry. 
The younger brother of Don Joan, Don Antonio de Mediana, 
had also fervently loved the Dofia Loisa; until finding her 
pi*eference for hb brother, he had given up his suit in anger, 
and quitted the country. He had gone, no one knew 
whither ; and though after a time there came back a nunonr 
of bis death, it Was neither confirmed nor contradicted. 

The principal reason why the Count had chosen this wild 
spot as a residence for his lady was this : — He held a high 
command in the Spanish army, and he knew that duty would 
soon call him into the field. The alcaide of £lancho\i had 
been an old servant of the Mediana &mily, and had been 
raised to his pres^it rank by their influence. Don Juan, 
therefore, believed he could rely upon the devotion of this 
functionary to the interests of his house, and that during his 
absence Doiia Luisa would find security under the magis- 
terial protection. Don Ramon Cohecho was the name of the 
chief magistrate of Elanchovi. 

The Count was not permitted long to enjoy the happiness 
> of his married life. Just as be had anticipated, he soon 
received orders to join his regiment ; and parted from the 
chateau, leaving his young wife under the special care of ar 
old and respectable domestic — the steward Juan de Die 
Canelo* He parted from bia home never more to retnni t 
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It; fiyr in tbe battle of Bargoa, a Freneh btillet suddenly ter« 
minated bis existence. 

It was sad tidings for tbe DoSa Lnisa; and tbus to tbe joys 
of the first days of her nLarried life succeeded the sorrows of 
a premature widowhood. 

It was near tbe close of the year 1808, when the chateau 
was tbe sombre witness of Dofii Luisa's grie^ that our story 
commences, and though its scene lies in another land — thou« 
sands of leagues from the Biscayan coast — its history is inti- 
mately woven with that of the chateau of Elanohoyi. 

Under ordinary circumstances, the village of Elancbovi pre* 
Bcnts a severe and dreary aspect. The silence and solitude 
that reigns along the summit of tbe cli^ contrasted with 
the continuous roaring of tbe breakers against their base^ 
inspires the beholder with a sentiment of melancholy. Moi*e« 
■ over, the villagers, as already said, being almost exclusively 
fisheimen, and absent during the whole of the day, tbe place 
at first sight would appear- as* if uninhabited. Occasionally 
when some cloud is to be observed in the sky, the wives of 
the fishermen may be seen at the door, in their skirts of 
bright colours, and their hair in long double plaits hanging 
below their waists. These after remaining a while to cast 
anxious glances upon the far horizon, again recross the thresh* 
olds of their cottages, leaving the street deserted as before. 

At the time of which we are writing—the month of 
November, 1808— Elancbovi presented a still more desolate 
aspect than was its wont. The proximity of the French 
army bad produced a panic among its inhabitants; and many 
of these poor people — forgetting in their terror that they 
had nothing to lose — had taken to their boats, and sought 
safety in places more distant from the invaders of whom they 
were in dread. 

Isolated as this little village was on ibe Biscayan coasts, 
tliere waa all tbe more reason why it should have its garrisoii 



IS THE WOOIVSAKGXBS. 

of eooBt-guards ; and sncb in reality it ha L These at tbo 
time consisted of a company of soldiers — carabiniers, under 
the command of a captain Don Lucas Despierto — ^bnt tha 
condition of these warriors was not one to be enyied, for the 
Spanish government, although nominally keeping them in iti 
pay, had for a long time neglected to pay them. The conse* 
quence was, that these poor fellows had absolutely nothing 
upon which to live. The seizure of smuggled goods — ^with 
which they might have contrived to indemnify themselves — 
was no longer possible. The contraband trade, under thia 
system, was completely annihilated. The smugglers knew 
better than to come in contact with coast-guards whose per- 
formance of their duty was stimulated by such a keen neces- 
sity ! From the captain himself down to the lowest official, 
an incessant vigilance was kept up — ^the result of which was 
that the fiscal department of the Spanish government waa^ 
perhaps, never so faithfully or economically served. 

There was one of these coast-guards who affected a com- 
plete skepticism in regard to smuggling — ^he even went so fiur 
as to deny that it had ever existed I He was distinguished 
among his companious by a singular habit — ^that of alwayi 
going to isleep upon his post; and this habit, whether feigned 
or real^ had won for him the name of the Sleeper, On this 
account it may be supposed, that he was never placed upon 
guard where the post was one of importance. 

Jos6, or as he was more familiarly styled, Pepi^ was a young 
fellow of some twenty-five years — tall, thin, and muscular. 
His black eyes, deeply set under bushy eyebrows, had all the 
appearance of eyes that could sparkle ; besides, his whole 
countenance possessed the configuration of one who had bei 
born for a life of activity. On the contrary, however— 
whether from a malady or some other cause — ^the ma 
appeared as somnolent and immobile as if both his visage an^ 
body were carved out of marble. In a word, with all th< 
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•xterior marks tSiat denote the possession of an active and 
ardent sonl, Pep6 tAe Sleeper appeared the most inactive and 
apathetic of men. 

His chagrin was great— or appeared to he so — when, npon 
Uie evening of the day in which this nstrralive commences, 
the captain of the coast-gnard sent a messenger to summon 
him to head-qnarters. 

On receiving the miexpected order, Pep6 rose from his 
habitoal attitude of recumbence, stretched himself at his 
leisure, yawned several times, and then obeyed the summons, 
saying as he went out : ^ What the devil fimcy has the cap« 
tain got into his head to send for me P^ 

Once, however, on the way and alone, it might have been 
observed that the somnolent coast-guard walked with an 
energetic and active step, very unlike his usual g£Ut I 

On entering the apartm^t where the captain awaited him, 
his apathetic habit returned ; and, while rolling a cigarette 
between his fingers, he appeared to be half asleep. The cap- 
tain was buried in a profound meditation, and did not at first 
perceive him. 

** .Bueno I my captain," said the coast-guard, respectfully 
saluting his superior, and calling attention to his presence* 
•* I am here.*' 

" Ah I good ! my fine fellow," began the captain, in a win- 
ning voice. "Well, Pep6I" added he more slowly and signifi- 
cantly, "the times are pretty hard with us — arc ihey not ?" 

" Rather hard, captain." 

" But you, hombre /" rejoined Doc Lucas, with a laugh, 
** you don't appear to suffer much of the misery — ^you are 
always asleep I understand ?" 

" When I sleep, captain, I am not hungry," replied the 

ast-guard, endeavouring to stifle a yawn; "then I dream 
iat the government has psud me." 

^ Well — ^at all events you are not its creditor for many 
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hoars of the day, since you sleep most of th«m. Bnt, mj 
fine fellow, it is not about this I desire to talk to jo\u I wish 
to give you a proof of my confidence." 

" Ah !»> muttered Pcpe. 

^^ And a proof of my regard for you,'' continned the officer. 
^ The government has its eye open upon all of us ; your 
reputation for apathy begins to be talked about, and you 
might be discharged one of these days as a useless officiaL 
It would be a sad affiur if you were to lose your place ?'' 

^^ Frightful I captain," replied Pep6, with perfect simplicity 
of manner ; ^^ for if I can scarce keep from dying of hunger 
in my place, what would be the result were I deprived of it? 
Frightfid 1" 

^^ To prevent this misfortune, then," continued the captain, 
** I have resolved to furnish to those who calumniate you, a 
proof of the confidence which may be placed in you, by giv- 
ing you the post of -ff?W€na<fa— and this very night." 

Pepo involuntarily opened his eyes to their fullest extent. 

" That surprises you ?" said Don Lucas. 

" No," laconically replied the coast-guard. 

The captain was unable to conceal from his inferior a slight 
confusion, and his voice trembled as he pronounced the inter- 
rogation ; — 

" What I It does not surprise you ?" 

" No," repeated Pep6, and then added in a tone of flattery . 
^The captain Despierto is so well known for his vigilance 
and energy, that he may confide the most important post to 
the very poorest of liis sentinels. That is why I am not 
astonished at the confidence he is good enough to place in 
me : and now I await the insti-uctions your Honour may h 
pleased to give." 

Don Lucas, without further parley, proceeded to instru 
his sentinel m his duty for the night. The orders were some 
what diffuse — so much so that Pep6 had a diffii»alty in coi 
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prefaending them — ^biit they were wound up by the cdptain 
saying to the coa:}t-guard, as ho dismissed him from his 
presence — 

** And above all, my fine fellow, danH go to akep upon 
your post /^ 

V I shall try not to do so, captun,'' replied Pep6, at the 
same time saluting his superior, and taking his leave. 

^'This fellow is worth his wei^t in gold," muttered Don 
Lucas, nibbing his hands together with an ur of satisfiiction ; 
''he ooold not have smted my pwpose better, if he had been 
coipreMly made finr itP* 
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CHAPTER n. 

THB SENTINEL OF UL SKSENADA* 

The little bay of Ensenada, thus confided to the TigLi 
of Pefi^ the Sleeper, was mysteriously shut in among tlM 
elifis, as if nature had designed it expressly for smugglers— « 
especially those Spanish cantrabandUtoia who carry on the 
trade with a cutlass in one hand and a carbine in the other. 

On account of its isolation, the post was not without danger^ 
especially on a foggy November night, when the thick 
vapour supended in the air not only rendered the sight use* 
less, but hindered the voice that might call for assistance 
from being heard to any distance. 

In the soldier who arrived upon this post, advandng with 
head erect and light elastic tread, no one could have recog- 
nized Pep6 the Sleeper — ^Pepe, habitually plunged in a pro- 
found state of somnolence — Pep6, of downcast mien and slow 
dragging gait — and yet it was he. His eyes, habitually half 
shut, were now sparkling in their sockets, as if even the 
slightest object could not escape him even in the darkness. 

After having carefully examined the ground around his 
post, and convinced himself that he was entirely alone, he 
placed his lantern in such a position that its light was thrown 
along the road leading to the village. Then advancing som 
ten or twelve paces in the direction of the water, he spreaa 
his cloak upon the ground, and lay down upon it — in such an 
attitude that he could command a view both of tho road and 
ihebay. 
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^Ahj my captain !'' soliloquized the coast-gnard, as he 
arranged his cloak around him to the best advantage, ^^jon 
are a very canning man, but you have too much fidth in peo« 
pie wko are always asleep; and devil take me! if I don't 
believe that you are interested in my sleepmg most soundly 
on this particular night. Well, quien sabe f we shall see." 

For about the period of half an hour Pep4 remained alouo 
— deliveiing lumself up to his reflections, and in turns inter- 
rogating with his glance the road and the bay. At the end 
of that time a footstep was heard in the loose sand ; and look- 
ing along the pathway, the sentinel percdived a dark form 
approaching the spot. In another moment the form came 
under the light of the lantern, and was easily recognized as 
that of Don Lucas, the captain of the coast-guard. 

The officer appeared to be searching for something, but 
presently perceiving the recumbent sentinel, he paused in 
bis steps. 

*^ Pep6 1" cried he, in a low mincing voice. 

No reply came from Pep6. 

^ Pep£ !'* repeated the captain, in a tone a little more ele- 
vated. 

Still no reply from the sentinel, who remained obstinately 
silent. 

The captain, appearing to be satisfied, ceased calliQg the 
name, and shortly after retraced his steps towards the vil- 
lage. In a few seconds his form was lost in the distance. 

" Good 1" said Pep£, as his superior officer passed out of 
sight ; '^ just as I expected. A moment ago I wbA fool 
enough to doubt it. Now I am sure of it. Some smuggler 
is going to risk it to-night. Well, I shall manage badly if I 
don't come in for a windfall — ^though it be at the expense of 
my captain.'' 

Saying this, the' sentinel with one bound rose erect npoi 
hUftet. 
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^'Herc I am no more Pep6 the Sleeper,'* cdntinnedli^ 
stretohiDg himself to his full height. 

From this time his eyes were bent continually upon the 
ocean; but another half hour passed without anything 
strange showing itself upon the boscmi of the water— noth- 
ing to break the white line of the horizon where sea and 
sky appeared to be almost oonfeunded together. Some dark 
clouds were floating in the heavens, now Teiling and now 
suddenly uncovering the moon, that had just risen. The 
effect was fine ; the horisoa was one moment shining like 
silver, and the next dark as funeral crape ; but through all 
these changes no object appeared upon the water, to denote 
the presence of a human being. 

For a long while the coast-guard looked so intently 
through the darkness, that he began to see the sparks flying 
before his eyes. Fatigued with this sustained attention, 
he at length shut his eyes altogether, and concentrated all 
his powers upon the organs of hearing. Just then a sound 
came sweeping over the water — so slight that it scarce 
reached him — but the next moment the land-breeze carried 
it away, and it was heard no more. 

Fancying it had only been an illusion, he once mora 
opened his eyes, but in the obscurity he could see nothing. 
Again he shut them closely and listened as before. This 
time be listened with more success. A sound regularly 
cadenced was heard. It was such as would be made by a 
pur of oars cautiously dipped, and was accompanied by a 
dull knocking as of the oars working in their thoIe-pinS| 

"At last we shall see I" muttered Pep6, with a gasp of 
satis^tion. 

A small black point, almost imperceptible, appeared np4 
the horizon. Rapidly it increased in size, until it assam 
the form and dimension5i of a boat.with rowers in it, follow 
by a bright strip of foanu 



Pep6 threw bimself saddenlj d plat ventre^ in fear that he 
mighi be seen hj those on the water ; but from the elevated 
position which he occapied, he was able to keep his eye upon 
the boat without losing sight of it for a single instant. 

Just then the noises ceased, and the oars were held ont of 
water, motionless, like some sea-bird, with wings extended, 
choodng a spot npon which to alight. In the next instant 
the rowing was resomed, and the boat headed direcUj for 
the diore of the bay* 

^ Dont be afiraid \^ muttered the ooast-gnard, affecting to 
apostrophise the rowers. ^* Dont be afiraid, my good fellows 
*-«ome along at yoor pleasure I" 

The rowers, in truth did not appear to be at all apprehen- 
fliTe of danger ; and the next moment the keel of the boat 
was heard grmding npon the sand .of the beach. 

** Por Dios /" muttered the sentinel in a low voice ; " not 
% bale of goodsl It is possible after all, they are not smug- 
glers !'» 

Three men were in the boat, who did not appear to take 
those i»«caations which smugglers would haye done. They 
made no particular noise, but, on the other hand, they did 
not observe any exact silence. Moreover their costume was 
not that ordinarily worn by the regular contrabandista, 

"Who the devil can they be?" asked Pep6 of himsel£ 

The coast-guard lay concealed behind some tufts of 
withered grass that formed a border along the crest of the 
slope. Throng these he could observe the movements of 
the three men in the boat. 

At an order from the one who sat in the stem sheets, the 
other two leaped ashore, as if with the design of recon* 
noitering the ground. He who issued the order, and who 
appeared to be the chief of the party, remained seated in 
the boat. 

Pep6 was for a moment undecided whether he sliould petw 
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luit the two to pass him on the road; bat the vieiF of tbm 
boat, left in charge of a single man, soon fixed his resolo* 
tion. 

He kept his place, therefore, motionless as ever, scarce 
allowing himself to breathe, until the two men arrived 
below him, and onl j a few feet from the spot where he was 
Ijing. 

Each was armed with a long Catalonian knife, and Pep6 
oould see lijat the oostome which both wore was that of the 
Spanish privateers of the time-*a sort of mixture of the oni* 
form of the royal navy of Spiun, and that of the merchant 
service ; bat he coald not see their fitces, hid as they were 
under the slouched Basque bonnet. 

All at once the two men halted. A piece of rock, detached 
by the knees of the coast-guard, had glided down the slope 
and fisJlen near their feet. 

** Did you hear anything f '* hastily asked one. 

••Ko;didjou?» 

"* I thought I heard something filling Srcm above there,** 
reptied the first speaker; pointing upward to the spot where 
Pep^ was concealed. 

*^ Biih I it was some mouse running into its hole.'* 

'^ If this slope wasn't so infernally steep, Pd climb up and 
see,'' said the first. 

^ I tell you we have nothing to fear," rejoined the second ; 
*^ the night is as black as a pot of pitch, and besides — ^the 
otheTy hasn't he assured us that he will answer for the man on 
guard, who sleeps all day long ?" 

*^ Just for that reason he may not sleep at night. Rema'*- 
here, PU go round and climb up. Carrambal if I find tfa 
sleepy head," he added, holding out his long knife, the blad< 
of which glittered through the darkness, '*so much tfa' 
worse— or, perhaps, so much the better for him — ^for I sha 
send him where he may sleep tot ever." 
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^ ITS diallos I^ tboagbt Pep6, '' this feUow u a philoso- 
plier ! By the holy yirgin I am long enough here.^' 

And at this thonght, he crept out of the folds of his doalr 
like a snake oat of his skin, and leaving the gannent where 
it lay, crawled rapidly away from the spot. 

Until he had got to a considerable distance, he was so 
eaotious not to make any noise, that, to use a Spanish ezpres- 
wicni^ ike tery ffrcw^d iU^ did fwt know hetoM passi 
ft. 

In this way he adyanced, carbine in hand, until he was 
opposite the point where the boat rested against the beach. 
There he stopped to recover his breath — at the same time 
fixing his eye upon the individual that was alone. 

The latter appeared to be buried in a sombre reverie, 
moUonless as a statue, and wrapped in an ample cloak, which 
served both to conceal his person and protect him from the 
humidity of the atmosphere. His eyes were turned toward 
the sea; and for this reason he did not perceive the dark 
form of the carabinier appro>aching in the opposite direction. 

The latter advanced with stealthy tread — ^measuring the 
distance with his eye— until at length he stood within a few 
paces of the boat. 

Just then the stranger made a moyement as if to turn his 
fiMM towards the shore, when Pep6, like a tiger bounding 
upon its prey, launched himself forward to the side of the 
boat. 

** It is 1 1" he exclaimed, bringing the muzzle of his car- 
bine on a level with the man^s breast. *^X>on't move or you 
are a dead man 1^* 

**Toa, who?*^ asked the astonished stranger, his eyes 
sparkling with rage, and not even lowering their glance 
before the threatening attitude of his enemy. 

"Why me I Pep6— you know well enough? Pep£, the 
Sleeper r^ 
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^^ Curses upon him^ if he has betraj^ me 1" nmttered tiM 
stranger, as if speaking to himself. 

'^ If you are speaking of Don Lucas Despi^to,** inter- 
rupted the cambinier, ^^ I can assure you he is incapable of 
such a thing ; and itimn here it is because that he has been 
only too discreet, senor smuggler," 

^' Smuggler 1" exclaimed the unknowui in a tone of proud 
disdain. 

^^ When I say smuggler," replied Pep£, chuckling at his 
own perspicuity, *^ it is only meant as a compliment, for yoa 
haven't an ounce of -merchandise in your boat, unless indeed," 
continued he, pointing with his foot to a rope ladder, rolled 
up, and lying in the bottom, ^^ unless that may be a sample 1 
Santa Virgen t a strange sample that I" 

Face to face with the unknown, the coast-guard could now 
examine him at his leisure. 

He was a young man of about Pep6's own age, twenty-five. 
His complexion had the hale tint of one who followed the sea 
for a profession. Thick dark eyebrows were strongly deli- 
neated against a forehead bony and broad, and from a pair 
of large black eyes shone a sombre fire that denoted a man 
of implacable passions. His arclred mouth was expressive of 
high disdain; and the wrinyes upon his cheeks, strongly- 
marked notwithstanding his youth, at the slightest move- 
ment, gave to his countenance an expression of arrogance 
and scorn. In his eyes— in his whole bearing — ^you could 
read that ambition or vengeance were the ruling passions of 
his soul. His fine black curling hair alone tempered the 
expression of severity that distinguished his physiognomy. 
With regard to his costume, it was simply that of an offi< 
qf the Spanish navy. 

A look that would have frightened most men, told f 
impatience with which he endured the examinatiim of \ 
ooast-guard. 
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** An end to this pleasantry I" he cried out, at lenffth 
«* What do you want, fellow P Speak V> 

** Ah I talk of our affiurs," answered Tep^ *^ that is just 
what I desire. Well, in the first place, when those two fol« 
Iowa of yours return with my doak and lantern — ^which thoy 
are cunning enough to make a seixure of— you will giye them 
jour commands to keep at a distance. In this way we can 
talk without heing interrupted* Otherwise, with a single 
■hot of this carbine, which will stretch you out dead, I shall 
also give the alarm. What say yon P Nothing ? Be it so. 
That answer will do fer want of a. better. I go on. Ton 
have givm to my captain forty onsas t continued the cara- 
binier, with a b<^d guess, making sure that he named 
enough. 

^ Twenty,'* replied the stranger, without reflecting. 

*• I would rather it had been forty," said Pep6. "Well, 
one does not pay so high for the mere pleasure of a sentimen- 
tal promenade along the shore of the Ensenada. My inter- 
Teetion need be no obstructioii to it — ^provided you pay for 
my neutrality." 

"How?" asked the unknown, evidently desirous of put- 
ting an end to the scene. 

" Oh, a mere bagatelle— you have given the captsun forty 



"Twenty, I tell you." 

" I would rather h had been forty," coolly repeated the 
carabinier, " but say twenty, then. Now I don't wish to be 
indiscreet — he is a captain, I am nothing more than a poor 
private. I thbk it reasonable therefore, that I should have 
Am&ls what he has received." 

At this extortionate demand the stranger allowed a bittei 
oath to escape him, but made no answer. 

" I know well," continued Pep6, "that I am askmgtoo lit- 
4e. If my captain has three times my pay, of course he has 
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three times leas need of money than I, and therefore 1 
have the right to triple the sum he has received ; but as the 
times are hard, I hold to my onginal demand— forty onzas.* 

A terrible struggle betwixt pride and apprehension ap- 
peared to be going on in the bosom of the stranger. Dtsa- 
pite the coldness of the night the perspiration streamed over 
his brow and down his cheeks. Some imperious necessity it 
was that had led him into this place — some strange mystery 
there must be — ^since the necessity he was now imder tamed 
down a spirit that appeared untamable. The tone of jeering 
intrepidity which Pepe held toward him caused him to feel 
the urgency of a compromise ; and at length plunging his hand 
into his pocket he drew forth a purse, and presented it to tho 
carabinier. 

^^ Take it and go I'' he cried, with impatience. 

Pep6 took the purse, and for a moment held it in his hand 
as if he would first count its contents. 

** Bah 1" he exclaimed, after a pause, '^ PU risk it. I accept 
it for forty onzas. And now, sefilor stranger, I am dea^ diunb. 
and blind." 

" I count upon it," coldly rejoined the unknown. 

" By the life of my mother I" replied Pep6, ^' since it*s not 
an affair of smuggling I donH mind to lend you a hand — ^for 
as a coast-guard, you see, I could not take part in anything 
contraband — ^no, never I?» \a) V ^ ^f a-cV^V , ^ 

^' Very well, then,'' rejoined the stranger, with a bitter 
umile, ^ you may set your conscience at rest on that score. 
Guard this boat till my return. I go to join my men. 
Only whatever happens — ^whatever you may see — whatever 
you may hear — be, as you have promised, dea^ dumb, an 
bhnd 

As he uttered these words the stranger sprang out of tl 
boat, and took the road leading to the village. A turning f 
the path soon hid him from the si^ht of the coast-iin^Lard. 
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Once left to himself Pep6, under the light of the moon, 
counted out the glittering contents of the purse which he 
bad extorted from the stranger. 

^^ If this jewel is not fidse,'' muttered he to himseli^ 'Hhen 
I dont care if the government never pays me. Meanwhile, 
I must begin to-morrow to cry 11^ a poor devil about th« 
back pay. That will have a good effect.** 
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CHAPTER m. 

THB ALCALDE AKB HIS CLXBK. 

It is not known how long Pcp6 remained at his post to 
await the retam of the stranger : when the cock'was heard 
to orow, and the anrora appeared in the eastern horizon, the 
little bay of Ensenada was completely deserted. 

Then life began to appe^ in the village. The dark sha* 
dows of the fishermen were seen upon the stair-like street, 
descending to the mole ; and the first beams of the morning 
lit up their departure. In a few minutes the little flotilla 
was out of sight ; and at the doors of the cottages the women 
and children only could be seen, appearing and disappearing 
at intervals. 

Among these wretched hovels of the village, there waa 
one dwelling of greater pretensions than the rest. It was 
that of the alcalde, Don Ramon Cohecho, of whom we have 
already spoken. It alone still kept its doors and windows 
closed against the morning light. 

It was full day, when a young man, wearing a high* 
crowned beaver hat— old, greasy and shining, like leather — 
walked up to the door of the alcalde's mansion. The limbs 
of this individual were scantily covered with a pair of pan 
taloons, so tightly fitting as to appear like a second skin tc 
his legs, so short as scarce to touch his ankles, and of such 
thin stufi* as to ill protect the wearer from the sliai'p idr of i 
November morning. The upper half of this individual wa* 
not visible. A little doak, of coarse shaggy cloth, known o 
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tn t^elacina^ covered him up to the very eyes. In the man* 
ner in which he so carefully guarded the upper part of hui 
person with this pinched mantle, at the expense of his thighs 
and legs, an observer might have supposed that he was per- 
fectly content with his pantaloons. Appearances, however, 
are often deceptive ; for in truth the ambition of this youth, 
whose unsteady glance, miserable aspect, and a certain smell 
of old papers about him, proclaimed to be tin escrihano — h\» 
ever}'-day dream was, to have a pair of pantaloons entirely 
different from his own — in other words, a pair with long 
ample legs, of good wide waist, and made out of fine broad- 
cloth. Such a pair would render him the most satisfied man 
in the world. 

This young man was the right^ hand of the alcalde — ^his 
name Oregorio Cagatinta. 

On reaching the door, he gave a modest knock with his 
horn ink-bottle, which he earned hanging to his button. 
The door was opened by an old housekeeper. 

"Ah 1 it is you, Don Gregorio ?" cried the housekeeper, 
with that superb courtesy so peculiar to the Spaniards — that 
even two shoeblacks on meeting lavish upon each other the 
epithet Don, at if each were a grand noble. 

" Yes, it is I, Doiia Nicolasa," replied Gregorio. 

^Saneisima Virgenl — since it is you, then I must be 
late, and my master will be waiting for his pantaloons that 
are not yet aired. Take a seat, Don Gregorio : he will soon 
be down.** 

The chamber into which the notary^s clerk bad been intro- 
duced would have been a large one, had it not been for the 
singular conglomeration of objects with which it waif more 
than half filled. Nets of all sizes, masts, yards, and ruddera 
of boats, oars, sails of every kind— both square And lateen- 
woollen shirts worn by sailors or fishermen, and a variety of 
other marine objects, were placed pell mcll in every cornel 
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of the roDm. Kotwithstanding, there was space enough leA 
to hold three or four chairs around a large oaken table, upon 
which last stood a large cork ink-stand, with several goose- 
quill pens; with some sheets of half dirty paper placed 
ostentatiously around it to awe the visitors, who might have 
business with the alcalde. 

The presence of this odd assortment of objects, it would 
have been difficult for a stranger to explain — though there 
was no mystery about it. The fact is, that besides his official 
character as first magistrate, the alcalde had taiother rdle 
which he played, of rather. an unofficial character. He was 
thii pawTibroker of the place — that is, he lent out money in 
small sums, charging a real for every dollar by the week—in 
other words, a simple interest of twenty per cent, by the 
month, or two hundred and fifty per cent, per annum 1 His 
clients being all fishermen, will account for the nautical cha- 
racter of the "pledges" that filled the chamber of audience. 

Cagatinta scarce deigned to cast a look at this miscel- 
laneous collection of objects. Had there been a piur of pan- 
taloons among them, it might have been different ; for to say 
the truth; the probity of Don Gregorio was scarce firm 
enough to have resisted so strong a temptation as this would 
have been. The notary's clerk was not exactly of that stutf 
of which honest men are composed. Nature, even in its 
crimes, does not leap to grand villanies at once ; it proceeds 
from less to greater ; and Cagatina, though still but young, 
was yet capable of a little bit of " cribbing." 

Don Ramon was not long in coming out of his sleeping- 
room. In a little while he showed his jovial &ce at the door 
of the audience chamber. 

He was a person of portly and robust figure ; and it wai 
easily seea that one leg of his ample pantaloons would have 
been sufficient to have made a pair for the thin limbs an<^ 
meagre body of the escribano. 
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^PorDiosl SeSor alcalde," said the clerk, after haying 
exchanged with his superior a profusion of matin al saluta- 
tions, ^^ what a splendid pair of pantaloons 70a have on !" 

From the alcalde^s answer, it was -Jprideat that thia was 
not the first time that Cagatinta had made the remaik. 

'* Ah ! Gregorio, amigo /" replied he, in a tone of good 
hnmoor, '' you are growing tiresome with your repetitions. 
Patience, patience, senor escrihano I 70a know that for the 
seirices you are to render me — I say nothing of those already 
rendered~^I have promised you my liver-coloured breeches, 
which have been only a very little used : you have only to 
gain them." 

*^ But what services are to gain them, seuor alcalde ?" 
inquired the clerk, in a despairing tone. 

**Eh — ^Dios! — who knows what— patience, amigo! Some- 
thing may turn up all at once, that will give you that advan- 
tage over me. But come! let us to business— make out the 
deed of appropriation of the boat of that bad pay, Vicente 
Perez, who under pretence that he has six brats' to feed, 
cant reimburse me the twenty dollars I have advanced 
him." 

Cagatinta drew out from his little portfolio a sheet of 
stamped paper, and sitting down by the table proceeded to 
execute the order of the magistrate. He was interrupted by 
a hurried knocking at the outer door— which had been closed 
to prevent intrusion. 

*^ Who dare knock in that fashion ?" sharply inquired the 
alcalde. 

" Ave Maria purisima /" cried a voice from without. 

^^ Sin pecado coneebida /" replied at the same time the 
*wo acolytes within. 

And npon this formula, Gregorio hastened to the door, 

d opened it. 

^ What on earth can have brought you here at this hour, 
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Don Juaii de DIos Canelo ?" inquired tho alcalde in a tone 
of surprise, as the old steward of the Countess de Medians 
appeared in the doorway, his bald forehead clouded with 
some profound chagrin* 

" Ah, senor alcalde," replied the old man, ** a terrible mi* 
fortune has happened last night — ^a great crime has been com- 
mitted — ^the Countess has disappeared, and the young Count 
along with her I" 

^^ Are you sure of this?'' shouted the alcalde. 

" Alas — you will only have to go up into the balcony that 
overlooks the sea, and there you will see in what state the 
assassins have left the Countess's chamber," 

*' Justice! justice! Senor alcalde! Send out your algua- 
als over the whole country ; find the villains — ^hang them I" 

This voice came from a woman still outside in the street. 
It was the femme de cJiambre of the Countess, who, to show 
a devotion which she very little felt, judged it apropos to 
make a great outcry as she precipitated herself into the 
chamber of audience. 

"Ta-ta-ta, woman! how you go on!" interrupted the 
alcalde. "Do you think I have a crowd of alguazils ? Toa 
know very well that in this virtuous village there are only 
two ; and as these would starve if they didn't follow some 
trade besides their official one, they are both gone fishing 
hours ago." 

^' Ah, me !" cried th^ femme de chcmbre^ with a bypooriti* 
cal whine, ^* my poor mistress ! — who then is to help her ?" 

"Patience, woman, patience I" said the alcalde. "Don't 
fear but that justice will be done." 

The chamber-midd did not appear to draw much he a 
from the assurance, but only redoubled her cries, her excr 1 
behaviour strongly contrasting with the quiet manner i 
which the fidthful old steward exhibited the sincerity of i 
gri3£ 
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Meanwhile a crowd of women, old men, and children, 
had gathered around the alcalde's door, and hj little and 
little, were invading the sanctuary of the audience chambcl 
itself. 

Don Ramon advanced towards Cagatinta, who was rub- 
bing his hands under his esclavina^ charmed at the idea of 
the quantity of stamped paper he would now have an oppor* 
tonitj to blacken. 

^ Now, friend Gregorio,'' said the alcalde, in a low voice, 
^ tbe time has come, when, if you are sharp, you may gain 
the liver-coloured breeches." 

He said no more ; but it was evident that the esoribano 
miderstood him, at least, to a certain extent. The latter 
tamed pale with joy, and kept his eye fixed upon every 
movement of his patron, determmed to seize the first oppor« 
timity that presented itself of winning the breeches. 

The alcalde reseated himself in his great leathern chair ; 
and commanding silence with a wave of his hand, addressed 
his auditory in a long and pompous speech, with that profuse 
grandiloquence of which the Spanish language is so capable. 

The substance of his speech was as follows : 
. ^* My children I We have just heard from this respectable 
individual, Don Juan de Dios Canelo, that a great erime has 
last night been committed ; the full knowledge of this villany 
cannot fail to arrive at the ears of justice, from which nothing 
can be kept hid. Not the less are we to thank Don Juan 
fi>r his officisd communication; it only remains for him to 
complete the accusation by giving the names of the guilty 
persons." 

" But, senor alcalde," inteiTupted the steward, "I do not 
know them, although, as you say^ my conmiunication may be 
ofiicial — ^I can only say that I will do all in my power to assist 
in finding tlicni." 

'^You undorstanl, my children," continued the alcalde^ 
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withoiit taking notice of what the steward had ^aid, ^ th« 
worthy Canolo by his official commwnication asks for the 
punishment of the guilty persons. Justice will not be deaf to 
his appeal. I may now be permitted however to speak a> 
you of my own little affairs, before abandoning myself to the 
great grief which the disappearance of the Countess and tbd 
young Count has caused me/' 

Here the alcalde made a sign to Cagatinta, whose whole 
fiiculties were keenly bent to discover what service was 
expected from him, by which he was to gain the object of 
his ambition — the liver-coloured breeches. 

The alcalde continued : — 

*^ You all know, my children, of my attachment to the 
fiimily of Mcdiana. Tou can judge, then, of the grief which 
this news has given me — ^news the more incomprehensible, 
since one neither knows by whom, or for what reason such a 
Clime should be committed. Alas, my children I I lose a 
powerful protector in the Countess de Mediana ; and in me 
the heart of the old and faithfid servant is pierced with 
anguish, while as a man of business I am equally a sufferer. 
Yes, my children I In the deceitful security, whieh I felt 
no later than yesterday, I was up to the chateau, and had 
an impoilant interview with the Countess in regard to my 
rents." 

" To ask time for their payment," Cagatinta would have 
added, for the clerk was perfectly acquainted with the 
alcalde's affairs. But Don Ramon did not allow him an 
opportunity of committing this enormous indiscretion, which 
would forever have deprived him of the promised breeche 

"Patience, worthy Cagatinta!" he exclaimed hastily, » 
as to prevent the other f^om speaking, " constrain this thii 
for justice that consumes you ! — Yes, my children I" he c( 
tinned, turning to his auditory, ^^in consequence of this fe 
ing of security, which I have now canae to regret^ I placed i 
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the hands of the unfortunate Countess »* — here the voice of 
Don Ramon quivered — " a sura equivalent to ten years of 
my rents in advance.^ 

At this unexpected declaration, Cagatinta bounded from 
his chair as if stung by a wasp ; and the blood ran cold in his 
Teins when he perceived the grand blunder he had been so 
near committing. 

^Yon will understand, then, my children, the terrible 
ffituation in which this disappearance of the Countess has 
placed me, when I tell you that I took no receipt from th6 
ladt/y but this very morning was to have gone up for it." 

This revelation produced a profound sensation among the 
auditory; and though perhaps not one of them really 
believed the story, no one dared to give utterance to his 
incredulity. 

•* Fortunately,'* continued the alcalde, " the word of per- 
sons worthy of credit may yet repair the mistake I have com- 
mitted — ^fortunately there were witnesses of the payment." 

Here Cagatinta — ^who like water that had been a long 
time dammed up and had now found vent — ^stretchM out 
both his arms, and in a loud voice cried out: 

*' I can swear to it I" 

•* He can swear to it,*' said the alcalde. 

*iHe can swear to it," mechanically repeated one or two 
of the bystanders. 

** Yes, my friends !" solemnly added Cagatinta. ** I swear 
to it now,*and should have mentioned the matter sooner, but 
I was prevented by a little uncertainty I had an idea that 
it was fifteen years of rent, instead of ten^ that I saw the 
alcalde hand over to the unfortunate Doiia Luisa." 

** No, my worthy friend," interrupted the alcalde in a ton<i 
of moderation, likely to produce an effect upon his auditory. 
^^It was only ten years of rent, which your valuable testimony 
will hinder me from losing." 

2* 
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"Yes, scSor alcalde," icplied the vnlj scribe, determaied 
at all hazards to deserve the liver-coloured breeches, "I 
know it was ten years in advance, but there were also the 
two years of back rent which you paid — ^two years of arrears 
and ten in advance — twelve ycai-s in all. Par JDiosf a large 
sum it would be to have lost !'* 

And with this reflection Cagatinta sat down &g^) &ncy- 
ing, no doubt, that he had fairly won the breeches. 

We shall not detail what further passed during the scene 
in the alcalde's chamber of audience — where justice was 
practised as in the times of Gil Bias — long before and long 
after Gil Bias — for it is not very difTerent in a Spanish law 
court at the hour in which we are writing. 

Enough to say that the scene concluded, most of tbe 
dramatis persome, with the alcalde at their head, proceeded 
to the chateau, to inspect the chamber, and if possible find 
out some clue to the mysterious disappearance bf the Coun« 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE FOBSAKEN CHAMBER. 

On arriving at the chateau, the alcalde ordered the door 
of the Countess's chamber to be burst in — ^for it was i^ill 
bolted inside. On entering the apartment a picture of con- 
fusion was presented. Drawers empty, others drawn ou 
but only half sacked of their contents. 

All this did not indicate precisely that there had been an^, 
violence. A voluntary but hurried departure on the part o'" 
the Countess might have left just such traces as were du 
covered. The bed was still undisturbed, as if she had not 
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hin down upon it. This iact appeared to indicate a fere* 
knowledge, on the part of the lady, of what was to happen 
— as if she had had the intention of going o£^ but had made 
no preparation until the moment of departure. The fumi- 
tore was all m its place — ^the window curtains and those of 
the alcove, had not been disarranged, and no traces of a 
straggle were to be discerned within the chamber, which 
eontained many light fragile objects of furniture that could 
Dot £ul to have been destroyed by the slightest violence. 

The fetid odour of an oil-lamp filled the apartment despite 
the cold air that came in through the open window. It 
was evident, therefore, that this lamp had been left alight, 
and had continued to bum until the oil had become 
exhausted. 

It could not be a robbery either. A thousand articles 
of value, likely enough to have tempted the cupidity of 
robbers, were left behind' both on the tables and in the 
drawers. 

The conclusion then was that neither assassination nor 
burglary had taken place. 

Notwithstanding all these deceptive appearances, the old 
steward shook his head doubtfully. The signs were suffi< 
dent to baffle his reason, which was none of the strongest, 
but the faithful servant could not bring himself to believe 
that hb noble mistress would take flight in a manner so 
extraordinary — ^his good sense revolted at the thought. In 
his belief some crime had been committed, but how was it 
to be explained — since the assassin had left no traces of his 
guilt ? The devoted. Don Juan looked with a sad eye upon 
that desolate chamber — upon the dresses of his beloved mis- 
tress scattered over the floor ; upon the cradle of the young 
Count, where he had so lately slept, rosy and smiling, imder 
the vigil of his mother. 

Suddenly struck with an ide% the steward advanced 
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towards the iron balcony that fronted upon the sea — thai 
where the window had been found open. With inquiring 
eye he looked to the ground below, which was neither more 
nor less than the bead, of the sea itsel£ It was at no great 
depth below ; and he could easily have seen from the bal- 
cony any traces that might have been there. But there 
were none. The tide had been in and out again. No trace 
was left on the sand or pebbles that had the slightest signi- 
fication in regard to the mysterious event. The wind sighed^ 
the waves murmured as always; but amid the voices of 
nature none raised itself to proclaim the guilty. 

On the Mr horizon only were descried the white sails of 
a ship, gradually passing outwards and fadmg away into the 
azure of the sea. 

While the old steward watched the disappearance of the 
ship with a sort of dreamy regard, he sent up a silent prayer 
that his mistress might still be safe. The others, with the 
exception of the alcalde and his clerk, stood listening to the 
mournful howling of the wind against the cliSs, which seemed 
alternately to weep and sigh as if lamenting the sad event 
that had just transpired. 

As regards the alcalde and his assistant, they were under 
the sfme conviction as Don Juan — both believing that a 
cr!m>i9iad been committed — though they did not care to 
avow their belief, for reasons known to themselves. The 
absence of any striking evidence that might lead to the dis- 
covery of the delinquents, but more especially the diflficulty 
of finding some interested individual able to pay the expenses 
of justice (the principal object of criminal prosecutions iu 
»'^pain), damped the zeal of Don Ramon and the scribe. 
Both were satisfied to leave things as they stood — the one 
contented with having gained the recompense so much 
coveted — ^the other with the twelve years of rents whidi h€ 
felt sure of gaining. 
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** Volga me I>io9 ! my children," said the alcalde, turning 
toward the \Yitnesses, '^ I cannot explain what fancy the 
Countess may have had in going out by the window — for 
Iho door of the chamber, bolted inside, leaves no room to 
doubt that she went that way. Some woman's caprice, 
perhaps, which justice has no business to meddle with." 

"Perhaps it was to escape from giving the alcalde his 
receipt," suggested one of the bystanders to another, in an 
^mdertone of voice, 

" Bat how, Don Juan," continued the magistrate, address- 
ing himself to the old steward^ >'how did you know of the 
Countess's disappearance, since you could not get into the 
room ?" 

*^ That is simple enough," replied the old man. " At the 
ho'^r in which the chamber-maid is accustomed to present 
herself before the senora, she knocked as usual at the door. 
No answer was given. She knocked louder, and still 
received no answer. Growing anxious, she came to nae to 
tell me. I went to the door myself, first knocked and then 
called ; and receiving no reply^ I ran round to the garden 
and got the ladder. This I placed against the balcony, and 
mounted up in order to see through the window. On reach- 
ing the wmdow I found it open, and the chamber in th^ con- 
dition you now see it." 

When the steward had finished this declaration, Cagatinta 
whispered some words in the ear of the alcalde ; but the 
'latter only replied by a shake of the shoulders, and an 
expression of disdainful incredulity. 

" Who knows ?" answered the scribe in reply to this dumb 
show. 

"It might be," muttered Don Ramon, "we shall see 
presently." 

'*I persist, gentlemen," continued the alcalde, "in my 
bol^jef that the Countess has gone out by the window ; and 
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hoTTCv^cr singtdar it may appear, I believe the ladj is free tc 
her fancy to go oat as she pleases — even though it be by m 
window." 

Cagatinta, and some others, complimented, with a laugh, 
this little bit of magisterial &cetioiisness. 

" But, seiior alcalde," spoke out Don Juan, disgusted 
with tliis ill-timed pleasantly, *' a proof that there has been 
a forced entry into the chamber is this broken glass of the 
window, of which yon see some pieces still lying on the 
balcony." 

"This old fool," muttered the alcalde to himself, "is not 
going to let me have any breakfast. By this time every- 
thing will be cold, and Nicolasa What do these bits of 

glass prove ?" he continued, reusing his voice ; " don't you 
think that the breeze which was blowing roughly last night 
might have caused this ? The window was hanging open, 
and the wind clashing it violently against the fcame, would 
readily cause the breaking of a pane ?" 

*' But why is it," answered Don Juan, " that the broken 
pane is precisely the one adjacent to the listening? It must 
have been knocked out to get the window open." 

" Carramba/ Seiior Don Juan de Dios!" cried the alcalde, 
in a peevish tone — at the same time biting his gold-headed 
cane, the emblem of his office — ^" Is it you or I who have 
here the right to ask questions? Carraif it appears t^ 
me that you make me cut a strange figure !" 

Here Cagatinta interposed with a modest air — 

" I shall answer our friend Canelo, if you permit me. If 
the window was opened with the design he has stated, il 
must of course have been done from the outside. Th< 
pieces of glass then would have iallcn into the chamber * 
but such is not the case — ^there they lie on the balcony I I 
h&s been the wind therefore, as his honor the alcalde hai 
reasonably stated^ that has done this business. Unlefl^ 
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bdecd," added he, Trith a feigned amile, ^^ some trank can 
lied ineaatioiislj past the inndow might have strack one of 
the squares. This may have heen — since it appears the 
Countess intends a prolonged absence, judging from the 
effects — ^taken with her, as testified by the empty drawers." 
The old steward lowered his head at this proo^ whick 
seemed completely to fidsify his assertion. Ho did not hear 
the last observation of Gagatinta, who was cogitating 
whether be ought not to exact from the alcalde something 
more thaa the liver-coloured breeches, as a recompense of 
this new service he had done him. 

ArYhile the fidthfhl Don Juan was busy with painful reflec- 
tions that threw their shadows upon his bald forehead, the 
alcalde approached and addressed him in a voice so low as 
not to be heard by the others. 

"I have been a little sharp with you, Don Juan — ^I have 
not snffidently taken into account the grief, which you as a 
loyal servant must feel under such an unexpected stroke* 
But tell me! independent of the chagiin which this affair has 
caused you, are you not also affected by some fears about 
year own future ? Yon are old — ^weak in consequence — ^and 
without resources ?*' 

^It is just because I am old, and know that I have not 
long to live, that I am so little affected. My grie^ how- 
evcr,'' added he with an air of pride, ^^ is pure and free firom 
aU selfishness. The generosity of Count de Mediaua has left 
me enough to pass the remainder of my days in tranquillity. 
Bat I should pass them all the more happily if I could only 
see avenged the lady of my old master." • 

^ I approve of your sentiments, Seiior Don Juan ! you are 
doubly estimable on account of your sorrow, and as to your 

$amngs ^Notary! Senor Cagatintal" cried the alcalde, 

saddenly raising his voice so as to be heard by all present, 
''Make out a prods verbal— thai the Senor Don Juan Dies 
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Canelo, here present, will become prosecutor in this casa 
It cannot be doubted that a crime has been committed ; and 
it is a duty we owe to ourselves as well as to this respectable 
man, to seek out and punish the authors of it." 

"But, seiior alcalde!" interposed the steward, perfectly 
stupefied with this unexpected declaration, " I did not bblj — 
I have no intention to become prosecutor?^ 

" Take care, old man !" cried Don Ramon, in a solemn 
tone ; " if you deny what you have already confided to me, 
grievous charges may be brought against you. As friend 
Cagatinta has just this minute observed to me, the ladder by 
which you scaled the balcony might prove sinister designs. 
But I know you are incapable of such. Rest contented, then, 
at being the accuser in place of the accused. Come, gentle- 
men! our duty calls us outside. Perhaps underneath the 
balcony we may find some traces of this most mysterious 
matter." 

So saying, the alcalde left the chamber, followed by the 
crowd. 

Poor Don Juan found himself thus unexpectedly between 
two hoi-ns of a dilemma, the result in either case being the 
same — that is, the» spoliation of the Y\XX\q pecadiUo he had put 
away against old ago. He shook his head, and with a sub* 
lime resignation accepted the voice of iniquity for that of 
Qod — consoling himself with the reflection, that this last 
sacrifice might be of some service to the family whose bread 
he had so long eaten. 

No trace was found under the balcony. As already stated, 
the waves must have obliterated any footmarks or oth 
vestiges that may have been left. 

It was believed for awhile that an important capture hi. 
been made, in the person of a man ibund lying in a crevic 
among th^ rocks. This proved to be Pep6 the Sleeper. Su 
danly aroused^ the coast-guard was asked if he had fleea . 
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beard anything f No, was the reply, nothing. But Pep6 
remembered his fall pockets; and fearing that the alcalde 
might take a fancy to search him, saw that some rtise was 
necessary to pnt an end to the scene. This he succeeded ir 
doing, by begging the alcalde for a real to buy bread with ! 

What was to be done with this droll fellow ? The alcalde 
felt no inclination to question him &rther, but left him to go 
to sleep again and sleep as long as he pleased. 

Any fiirther investigation appeared to Don Ramon to be 
oseleas — ^at least until some order might be received from 
higher quarters — ^besides it would be necessary to graduate 
the expenses of justice to the means of the prosecutor ; and 
with this reflection, the alcalde went home to his break- 
fast. 

In the evening of this eventful day for the village of 
ElanchoTi — ^when the twilight had Allien upon the water-^ 
two persons might have been seen wandering along the 
beach, but evidently desirous of shunning one another. Both 
appeared in grie^ though their sorrows sprang from a very 
different canse. 

One was the poor old steward, who, while heaving a sigh 
at the tbonght that his worldly store was about to be 
absorbed in the inexorable gulf of justice, at the same time 
searched for some trace of his lost mistress, praying for her 
and her child, and calling upon God to take them under hk 
protection. 

The other pensive wanderer was Cagatinta, of whom the 
alcalde had again taken t&e advantage. Profiting by the 
confidence of the scribe, Don Ramon had induced the lattei 
to commit his oath to stamped paper ; and then instead of 
the liver-coloured breeches had offered him an old hat in 
remoneration. This Cagatinta had indignantly refused. 

He was now lamenting his vanished dreams of ambition, 
Ida iilly confidence, and the immorality of false oath»--fiol 
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paid for. Nevertheless, he was meditating whether it woqU 
not be more prudent to accept the old hat in lieu of the livei< 
coloured breeches, alas I so well earned 1 



CHAPTER V. 

PSPfi'S BKVANCHB. 

When Pepe the Sleeper had made himself master of the 
secret of Captain Despierto— which he had found of such 
profitable service— he was not aware that the captain had 
held back another. Nevertheless, the coast-guard felt some 
kind of remoi-se of conscience— though he had as yet no idea 
of the terrible consequences that had resulted. His remorse 
was simply that he had betrayed his post of sentinel ; and he 
determined that he would make up for it by a more zealous 
performance of duty whenever an opportunity should offer. 
To bring about this contingency, he went on\he very next 
night, and requested to be once more placed on the post of 
Ensenada. 

His wish was gratified ; and while Don Lucas believed hixn 
asleep as usual, Pep6 kept wide awake, as on the precedme 

night. '^ ^ 

We shall leave him at his post, while we recount what waa 
taking place off the coast not far from the Ensenada. 

The night was as foggj as that which pi-eceded it, wh 
about the hour of ten o'clock a coaster was observed glidir 
in towards the cliffs, and entering among a kbyrinth of roc. 
that lay near the mouth of the bay. 

This vessel appeared well guided and well sailed. Tl 
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sbape of her bull, her rigging, her sails, denoted her to be a 
ahip-o^war, or at the least a privateer. 

The boldness with which she manoBavred, in the middle of 
the darkness, told that her pilot most be some one wcU 
acquainted with this dangerous coast ; and also that her com- 
mander had an understanding with some people on the 
shore. 

The sea dashed with fury against both sides of the rocky 
lirsut, through which the coaster was making her wty, but 
BtiU she glided safely on. This strait once cleared, a large 
bay opened before her, in which the sea was more ca7m, and 
rippled gently up against a beach of sand and pebble. 

Tlie coaster at length succeeded in gaining this b»y ; and 
then by a manceuvre directed by the officer of the watch she 
hove-to with a celerity that denoted a numerous crew 

T%ro boats were let down upon the water, and, being 
instantly filled with men, were rowed off in the direction of 
the upper end of the bay, where some houses, which could 
be distingnished by their whiteness, stood scattered along the 
beach. 

To end the mystery, let us say that the little coaster was a 
French vessel — half-privateer half smuggler — and had entered 
the bay with a double design — ^the disposing of merchandize 
and the procuring of provisions, of which the crew began to 
stand in need. Further we shall add, that the pilot was a 
skilful fisherman of Elanchovi, furnished by Don Lucas Des- 
pcrto, captain of the coast-guard ! 

The officer of the watch silently walked the deck — now 

%tening to the waves surging against the sides of the little 

ressel — ^now stooping a moment over the light of the binnacle 

—anon watching the sails that flapped loosely upon the 

yards, now turned contrary to the direction of the wind. 

An hour had been passed in this manner, when a brisk 
(hsllade was heard firoct ieveral points on the shore. Othei 
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roiiorts of musketry appeared to respond and ghortly afUi 
tlie two boats came hastening back to the coaster. 

It was Pep6 who had caused all this ; Pep6, who, to th« 
great chagrin of his captain, had given warning to the coast- 
guards. He had been too late, notwithstanding his zeal, for 
the boats came back laden with sheep and other provisions 
of every sort. 

The last of the men who climbed over the gangway— just 
as the boats were being hoisted up — ^was a sailor of" gigantic 
height, of colossal proportions, and Herculean vigour. He waa 
a Canadian by birth. He carried in his arms a young child 
that was cold and motionless, as if dead. A slight trembling 
in its limbs, however, proclaimed that there was still life in it. 

" What the deuce have you got there, Bois Rose ?" 
demanded the officer of the watch. 

"With your leave, lieutenant, it's a young child that I 
f^und in a boat adrift, half dead with hunger and cold. A 
woman, quite dead, and bathed in her own blood, still held 
it in her ai*ms. I had all the trouble in the world to get the 
boat away from the place where I found it, for those dogs 
of Spaniards espied it, and took it for one of ours. There 
was a terrible devil of a coast-guard kept all the while firing 
at me with as much obstinacy as awkwardness. I should 
have silenced him with a single shot, had I not been hindered 
in looking after this poor little creature. But if ever I return 
—ah 1» 

" And what do you intend to do with the child ?" 

^ Take care of it lieutenant, imtil peace be proclaimed ; 
then return here and find out whom it belongs to." 

Unfortunately the only knowledge he was able to otta 
about the infant was its name, Fabian, and that the womi 
who had been assassinated was its mother. ♦ ♦ * 

Two years passed during which the French privateer d* 
not return to the coast of Spain. The tenderness of t 
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nilor towards the child he had picked up— which was no 
other than the young Count Fabian de Mediana — did not 
eease for an instant, but seemed rather to increase with time. 
It was a singular and touching spectacle to witness the care, 
almost motherly, which this rude nurse lavished upon the 
child, and the constant ruses to which he had recourse to 
procure a supplement to his rations for its nourishment. 
The sjulor had to fight for his own living; but he often 
indulged in dreams that some day a rich prize would be cap- 
tured, his share of which, would enable him to take bettei 
€are of his adopted 8on« Unfortxmately he did not take into 
hiB calculations the perilous hazards of the life he was 
leading. 

One morning the privateer was compelled to run from an 
English brig of war of nearly twice her force; and although 
a swift sailer, the French vessel soon found that she could 
not escape frotn her pursuer. She disdained to refuse 
the combat-, and the two vessels commenced cannonading 
each other. 

For several hours a sanguinary conflict was kept up, when 
the Canadian sailor^c^dashed with blood, and blackened with 
powder, ran towards the child and lifting it m his aims, car- 
ried it to the gangway. There, in the midst of the tumult, 
with blood running over the decks, amidst the confusion of 
cries and the crash of filling masts, he wished to engrave on 
the child's memory the circumstance of a separation, of 
which he had a strong presentiment. In this moment, which 
should leave even upon the memory of an infant, a souvenir 
that would never be effaced, he called out to the child, while 
shielding it with his huge body : 

** Kneel, my son 1" 

The child knelt, trembling with affright. 

•* You see what is going on ?'» 

^I am afraid," murmured Fabian, ^^th^ blood— 4]i« 
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noise — ^ and saying this he hid himself in the anns of his pra 
tector. 

"It is well," replied the Canadian, in a solemn tone. 
*^ Never forget, then, that in this moment, a sailor, a man who 
loved you as his own life, said to you — kneel and pray /of 
your mother ^* 

He was not permitted to finish the speeclu At that mo- 
ment a bullet struck him and his blood spouting over the 
child, caused it to utter a lamentable cry. The Canadian had 
just strength left to press the boy to his breast, and to add 
some words ; but in so low a tone that Fabian could only com- 
prchend a single phrase. It was the continuation of what he 
had been saying — " Your fnother — whom I found — dead 
beside you?'* 

With this speech ended the consciousness of the sailor. 
He was not dead, however ; his wound -did not prove &tal. 

When he came to his senses again he found himself in the 
fetid hold of a ship. A terrible thirst devoured him. He 
called out in a feeble voice, but no one answered him. He 
perceived that he was a prisoner, and he wept for the lo«s of 
his liberty, but still more for that of the adopted son that 
Providence had given him. 

^ What became of Fabian? That the history of thjB 
"Wood Rangers" will tell us; but before crossing from 
the prologue of our drama — ^before crossing from Europe to 
America — a few events connected with the tragedy of E3an- 
chovi remain, to be told. 

It was several days after the disappearance of the Countess, 
before anything was known of her fete. Then some fisher- 
men found the abandoned boat driven up among the re a 
and still containing the body of the unfortunate lady. 1 j 
was some light thrown upon the horrid mystery; but e 
cause of the assassination long remained unknown, and e 
author of it long unpunished. 
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The old steward tied black crape upon the vanes oi ths 
chateau, and erected a wooden cross on the spot where the 
body of his beloved mistress had been found ; but, as every- 
thing in tliis haman world soon wears out, the sea-breeze had 
not browned the black crape, nor the waves turned green the 
wood of the cross, before the tragic event ceased to cause 
the slightest emotion in the village — aye, even ceased to b« 
tdilkedo£ 



CHAPTER VI. 

SOirOBA. 

SoxoBA, naturally one of the richest provinces of Mexico 
tt also one of the least known. Vast tracts in this State 
have never been explored ; and others have been seen only 
by the passing traveller. Nevertheless, Nature has been 
especially bountiful to this remote territory. In some part* 
of it the soil, scarce scratched by the plough, will yield tw4 
crops in the year ; while in other places gold is scattered 
over the surface, or mixed with the sands, in such quantity 
as to rival thepkusers of California. 

It is true that these advantages are, to some extent neu- 
tralized by certain inconveniences. Vast deserts extend 
between the tracts of fertile soil, which render travelling 
from one to the other both difficult and dangerous ; and, in 
many parts of the province the savage aborigines of the 
country are still masters of the ground. This is espe* 
nolly the case in those districts where the gold is found in 

These placers are not to be approached by white men, 
i \em when in strong force. The Indians repel all such ad 
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vaiices witli warlike fury. Not that they care to protect tl 
gold — of whose value they have been hitherto ignorant — bo 
simply from their hereditary hatred of the white race. N't 
verlhdess, attempts are frequently made to reach the desire* 
gold fields. Some that result in complete fiulure, and somt 
that are more or less successful. 

The natural riches of Sonora have given rise to very coiv 
siderable fortunes, and not a few very large ones, of which 
the origin was the finding a "nugget " of virgin gold ; while 
others again had for their basis the cultivation of' the rich 
crops which the fertile soil of Sonora can produce. 

There is a class of persons in Sonora, who follow no other 
business than searching for gold placers or silver mines, and 
whose only knowledge consists of a little practical acquaint- 
ance with metallurgy. These men are called gambusitios. 
From time to time they make long excursions into the unin- 
habited portions of the State; where, under great privations^ 
and exposed to a thousand dangers, they hastily and very 
superficially work some vein of silver, or wash the auriferous 
sands of some desert-stream, until, tracked and pursued by 
the Indians, they are compelled to return to their villages. 
Here they find an audience delighted to listen to their adven- 
tures,, and to believe the exaggerated accounts which they 
are certain to give of marvellous treasures lying upon the 
surfiice of the ground, but not to be approached on account 
of some great danger, Indian or otherwise, by which they are 
guarded. 

These gambusinos are to mining industry, what the back- 
woodsmen are to agriculture and commerce. They are ita 
pioneers. Avarice stimulated by their wonderful stories 
often too by the sight of real treasure brought in firom 
'^esert — for the expeditions of the gambusinos do not alv 
proV-^ fwlures — avarice thus tempted, is ready to lister 
tl e T0u>?e of some adventurous leader, who preaches a cr*' 
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af conquest and exploration. In Sonora, sm ekewhero, there 
sre always an abundance of idle men to form the material of 
ic expedition — ^the sons of ruined families — men who dislike 
hard work, or indeed any work — and otherg who have some- 
how got outside the pale of justice. These join the leader - 
and an expedition is organized. 

In gaieral, howoTer, enterprises of this kind-i^e too }ightly 
entered upon, as well aa too loosely conducted; and the 
uanal eonseqaence is, that before accomplishing its object the 
hand £i]1b to pieces ; many become victims to hunger, thirst, 
•r Indian hostility ; and of those who went forth only 
a few individuals return to tell the tale of suffering and dis- 
aster. 

This example will, for a while, damp the ardor for such 
porsoits. But the disaster is soon forgotten ; fresh stories of 
the gambusinos produce new dreams of wealth; and another 
hand of adventurers is easily collected. 

At the time of which I am writing — that is, in 1830— just 
twenty-two years after the tragedy of Elanchovi, one of 
these expeditions was being organized at Arispe — then the 
capital of the State of Sonora. The man who was to be the 
leader of the expedition was not a native of Mexico, but a 
stranger. He was a Spaniard who had an-ived in Sonera but 
two months before, and who was known by the name, Don 
Estevan de Arechiza. 

Ko one in Arispe remembered ever to have seen him ; and 
yet he appeared to have been in the country before this time. 
His knowledge of its topography, as well as its affairs and 
political personages, was so positive and complete, as to make 
it evident that Sonora was no stranger to him ; and the plan 
of his expedition appeared to have been conceived and 
arranged beforehand— even previous to his arrival from 
Europe. 

Beyond doubt, Don Estevan was master of considerable 
H 
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resonrces. He bad his traia of paid followers, kept open 
house, made large bets at the monte table, lent money to 
friends without appearing to care whether it should ever be 
returned, and played *^ grand Seigneur" to perfection. Ko 
one knew from what source he drew the means to carry oa 
such a "war." 

Now and then he was known to absent himself from 
Arispe. for a week or ten days at a time. He was absent 
on some journey ; but no one could tell to what part of tho 
country these journeys were made — ^for his well-trained ser- 
vants never said a word about the movements of their mas- 
ter. 

Whoever he might.be, his courteous manner dVE^por 
gnoli his generosity, and his fine free table, soon gave him a 
powerful influence in the social world of Arispe ; and by this 
influence he was now organizing an expedition, to penetrate 
to a part of the country which it was supposed no white man 
had ever yet visited. 

As Don Estevan almost always lost at play, and as he also 
neglected to reclidm the sums of money which he so liberally 
lent to his acquaintances, it began to be conjectured that ho 
possessed not far from Arispe some rich placer of gold from 
which he drew his resources. The periodical journeys which 
he made gave colour to this conjecture. 

It was also suspected that he knew of some placet — still 
more rich — ^in the country into which he was about to lead 
his expedition. What truth there was in the suspicion we 
shall presently see. 

It will easily Wb unSerstood that with sucn a reputation^ 
Don Estevan would have very little difficulty in collecting 
his band of adventurers. Indeed it was said, that already 
more than fifty determined men from all parts of Sonora had 
assembled at the Presidio of Tubac on the Indian frontier 
-••the place appointed for the rendezvous of the^ expeditioi^ 
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If was farther affirmed that in a few days Don Estevaa 
himaelf would leave Arispe to* place himself at their 
head. 

This romonr, hitherto only conjecture, proved to be cor- 
rect; for at one of the dinners given by the hospitable 
Spaniard, he announced to his guests that in three days he 
intended to start for Tubac. 

Daring the progress of this same dinner, a messenger was 
introduced into the dining-room, who handed to Don Estevan 
3 letter, an answer to which he awaited. 

The Spaniard, begging of his guests to excuse him for a 
moment, broke the seal .and read the letter. 

As there was a certain mystery about the habits of their 
convivial host, the guests were silent for awhile— all watch- 
ingbis movements and the play of his features; but the 
impassible countenance of Don Estevan did not betray a sin- 
gle emotion that was passing his mind, even to the most 
acate observer around the table. In truth he was a man who 
well knew how to dissemble his thoughts, and perhaps on 
that very occasion, more than any other, he required all his 
selfoommand. 

**It is well,*' he said, calmly addressing himself to the 
messenger. '^ Take my answer to him who sent you, that I 
will be punctual to the rendezvous in three days from the 
present." 

With this answer the messenger took his departure. Don 
Estevan, turning to his guests, again apologized for his impo- 
liteness ; and the dinner, for an instant 8uspe()^ed, once more 
progressed with renewed activity. 

Nevertheless the Spaniard appeared more thoughtiul than 
before; and his guests did not doubt, bat that he Iiad 
received some news of more than ordinary interest. 

We shall leave them to their conjectures, and precede Don 
Estevan to the mysterious rendecvous which had been given 
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him, and the scene of which was to be a small village lyin^ 
upon the route to the Presidio of Tubac, 

The whole country between Arispe and the Presidio in 
question may be said to b^ almost uninhabited. Along the 
route only mean hovels are encountered, with here and there 
a hacienda of greater pretensions. These houses are rarely 
solitary, but collected in groups at long distances apart. 
Usually a day's journey lies between them, and, consequently, 
they are the stopping-places for travellers, who may be oxi 
their way towards the frontier. But the travellers are few^ 
and the inhabitants of these miserable hovels pass the greater 
part of their lives in the middle of a profound solitude. A 
little patch of Indian com which they cultivate, — a few head 
of cattle, which, fed upon the perfumed pastures of the 
plains, produce beef of an exquisite flavour, — ^ sky always 
clear, — and, above all, a wonderful sobriety of living, — 
enable these dwellers of the desei-t steppes of Sonora to live, 
if not in a state of luxury, at least free from all fear of want. 
What desires need trouble a man who sees a blue sky always 
over his head, and who finds in the smoke of a cigarette of 
his own making, a resource against all the cravings of hun- 
ger? 

At one part of the year, however, these villages of hovels 
are uninhabited— altogetfiier abandoned by their occupants^ 
This is the dry season^ during the greater portion of which 
the cisterns that supply the villages with water become dried 
up. The cisterns are fed by the rains of heaven, and no 
other water ths^ this can be found throughout most tracta 
of the country. When these give out, the settlements have 
to be abandoned, and remain until the return of the periodi- 
cal rains. 

In a morning of the year 1830, at the distance of about 
three days' journey from Arispe, a man was seated, or rather 
half reclining, upon his serapi in front of a rude hovel. A 
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tow Other huts of a similar cbai*acter were near, scattered 
here and there over the groimd. It was evident, from the 
profonnd silence that reigned among these dwellings, and 
the absence of Imman forms, or implements of household 
use, that the rancheria was abandoned by its half nomad 
popahition. Such in reality ivas the &ct, for it was now the 
very height of the dry season. Two or three roads branched 
out from this miserable group of huts, leading off into a thick 
forest which snrrounded it on all sides. They were rather 
paths than roads, for the tracks which they followed were 
scarce cleared of the timber that once grew upon them. At 
the point of junction of these roads the individual alluded to 
had placed himself; and }us attitude of pei-fect ease told that 
he was under no apprehension j&om the profound and awe- 
inspinng loneliness of the place. The croak of the ravens 
flittmg from tree to tree hoarsely uttered in their flight; the 
cry of the chaculucas as they welcomed the rising sun, were 
the only sounds that broke the stillness of the scene. 

Presently the white fog of the mght began to rise upward 
and disappear under the strength of the sunbeams. Only a 
few flakes of it still hung over the tops of the mczquite and 
iron-wood trees that grew thickly around the huts. 

Near where the man lay, there might be seen the remains 
of a large fire. It had been kindled no doubt to protect him 
from the chill dews of the night ; and it now served him to 
prepare his breakfast. Some small cakes of wheaten meal, 
with a few pieces oftascyo, were already placed upon the red 
embers of the fire ; but notwithstanding that these would 
make but a meagre repast, the man appeared eagerly to 
await the enjoyment of it. 

Near at hand, with a frugality equal to that of his master, 
a horse was browsing upon the tufts of dry yellow grass, that 
grew thinly over the ground. This horse, with a saddle and 
bridle lying near, proved the solitary individual to be a 
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trareller. Contrary to the usual custom of the country, the 
iaorse had no lazOj or listening of any kind upon him ; but 
was free to wander where he pleased." 

The costume of the traveller consisted in a sort of jacket, 
or vest of brick-coloured leather, without buttons or any 
opening in front, but drawn over the head after the manned 
of a shiit. Wide pantaloons of the same material, open from 
the knee downwards, and &stened at the wmst by a scarf of 
red China crape. Under the pantaloons, and covering the 
calf of the leg nearly up to the knee, could be seen the boUiB 
of strong stamped leather, in one of which was stuck a long 
knife with a horn hilt — thus ready to the hand whether the 
owner was seated, standing, or on horseback! A large felt 
hat, banded with a toguiUa .of Venetian pearls, completed a 
costume sufficiently picturesq^ue, the vivid colours pf which 
were in harmony with that of the serapS on which the travel- 
ler was reclining. This costume denoted one of those mea 
accustomed to gallop among the thorny jungles that cover 
the desert steppes of North Mexico ; and who in theu* expe- 
ditions, whether against Indian enemies, or for whatever 
pui-pose, sleep with indifference under the shadow of a tree, 
or the open heaven itself — ^in the forest, or upon the naked 
plain. 

There was in the features of this traveller a singular mix- 
ture of brutal ferocity and careless good humour. A crooked 
nose, with thick bushy eyebrows, and black eyes that sparkled 
from time to time with a malicious fire, gave to his counte- 
nance a sinister aspect, and belied the expression of his mouth 
and lips, that presented rather a pleasant and smiling eon* 
tour. But the man's features, when viewed as a whole, could 
not iail to inspire a certain feeling of repulsiveness mingled 
with fear. A short carbine that lay by his side, together 
with the long knife, whose haft protruded above the top of 
^ s boots, did not in any way tame down the ferocious aapeol 
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of hifl &oe. On the contrary they proclaimed him one whom 
it would not be desirable to have for a companion in the 
desert. 

Despite the nanchaiance of his attitude, it was evidect 
that, he awaited some one ; but as everything in these coun 
tries is on a large scale, so also is the virtue of patience. 
This outlaw — ^for everything about him mgnified that he was 
one of some sort— -this outlaw, we say, having made three 
days' journey before arriving upon the ground where he 
now was, thought nothing of a few hours, less or more, spent 
in expectation. In the desert, he who has travelled a hun- 
dred leagues, will consider it a mere bagatelle to wait for a 
hundred hours : unlike to him who keeps an appointment in 
the midst of a great city, where a delay of a quarter of an 
hour will be endured with feverish impatience. 

So it was with our solitary traveller ; and when the hoof 
strokes of a horse were heard at some distance off in the 
forest, he did nothing more than to make a slight change in 
the attitude in which he had been reclining ; while his steed, 
also hearing the same sounds, tossed up his head and 
neighed joyously. The hoof-strokes each moment were 
heard more distmctly ; and it was evident that a horseman 
was galloping rapidly in the direction of the huts. After a 
little the strokes became more gentle, and the gallop 
appeared to be changed to a walk. The rider was approach- 
ing with caution. 

A few seconds intervened, and then upon one of the roads 
—that leading to Arispe — the horseman was perceived com- 
ing on at a slow and cautious pace. 

On perceiving the traveller, still half reclining upon his 
HTc^ the horseman drew his rein still tighter and halted, 
and the two men remained for some seconds regarding eaok 
oth«r with a fixed and interrogative glance. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



TWO HONEST 6KNTLEMEN. 



Tttv new comer was a tall man with a dark complexion, 
and thick black beard, costiuned very similarly to the other 
— ^in vest and pantaloons of biick red leather, felt sombrero, 
sash, and boots. He was mounted upon a strong active 
horse. 

It may appear strange that during the period of mutual 
examination, each of these two men made a very similar 
reflection about the other; but it was scarcely strange 
either, considering that both presented an equally suspiciotis 
aspect, 

" Garrainha V'* muttered the horseman as he eyed the 
man on the serapSj ^' if I wasn't sure that he is the geutlo 
man I have been sent to meet, I should believe that I had 
<:hanccd upon a very unlucky acquaintance." 

At the same instant he upon the ground said to himself — 

" For JDios I if that infernal Seven of Spades had left any 
dollars in my purse, I should have considered them in danger 
\>'i being taken out of it just now." 

Despite the nature of his reflection, the horseman did not 
hesitate any longer, but spurring his horse forward to tho 
edge of the Are, lifted his hat courteously from his head, and 
saluted him on the ground, at the same time sapng inter* 
rogatively : — 

** No doubt it is the Seuor Don Pedro Cuchillo I have th« 
hanonr to address ?" 
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*'The same, eavallerol" replied the other, rising to hii 
feet, and returning the salnte with no less politeness than it 
had been given. 

*^ CaTallero I I have been sent forward to meet yon, and 
announce to 70a the approach of the Senor Arechiza, who^t 
this time cannot be many leagues distant. My name is 
Manuel Baraja, your very humble servant." 

** Your honour will dismount ?" 

The horseman did not wait for the invitation to be 
repeated, but at once flung himself from the saddle. After 
unbuckling his enormous spurs, ho speedily unsaddfed his 
horse, listened a long lazo around his neck, and then giving 
him a smart cut with the short whip which he carried, 
despatched the animal without further ceremony to share 
the meagre provender of his companion. 

At this movement the tasajo^ beginning to sputter over 
the coals, gave out an odour that resembled the smell of a 
dying lamp. Notwithstanding this, Baraja cast towards it a 
look of longing. 

"It appears to me, Senor Cuchillo," said he, "that you 
are well provided here. Carrambal — tortillas^ of wheaten 
meal 1 taaajo I — it is a repast for a prince !" 

** Oh, yes,** replied Cuchillo, with a certain air of foppish- 
ness, " I treat myself well. It makes mo happy to know that 
the dish is to your liking ; I beg to assure you, it is quite at 
your service." 

"You are very good, and I accept your offer without 
oeremony. The morning air has sharpened my appetite." 

And saying this, Baraja proceeded to the mastication of 
the tasajo and tortillas. After being thus engaged for some 
timA, he once more addressed himself to his host. 

"Dare I tell you, Seilor OuohiUo, the &vorable impressiov 
I had of yon at first sight ?" 
^Oh! you shock my modesty, sefior. I would rathel 

4* 
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state the good opinion yonr first appearance gare me of 
you /" 

The two new friends here exchanged a salute, full of afl^ 
bility, and then continued to eat, Baraja harpooning upon 
the point of his long knife another piece of meat out of the 
ashes. 

" If it please you, Senor Baraja,"' said Cuchillo, " we may 
talk over our business while we are eating. Ton will find me 
a host sans oir&nonie.^^ 

** Just what pleases me." 

^^Don Estevan, then, haa received the message which I 
sent him ?'* 

** He has, but what that message was is only known to 
you and him." 

"No doubt of that," muttered Cuchillo to himself. 

" The Senor Arechiza," continued the envoy^ *' started for 
Tubac shortly after receiving your letter. It was my duty 
to accompany him, but he 9rdered me to proceed in advance 
of him with these commands : * In the little village of Huer&no 
you will find a man, by name Ouchillo ; you shall say to him 
that the proposal he makes to me deserves serious attention ; 
and that since tho place he has designated as a rendezvous 
is on the way to Tubac, I will see him on my journey.* 
This instruction was given by Don Estevan an hour or so 
before his departure, but although I have ridden a little 
faster to eziecute his orders, he cannot be far behind me." 

"Good I Sefior Baraja, good I" exclaimed Cuchillo, evi. 
dently pleased with the communication just made, " and if 
the business which I have with Don Estevan be satisfactorily 
concluded — ^which I am in hopes it will be — ^you are likely to 
have me for a comrade in this distant expedition. But," 
continued he, suddenly changing the subject, "you will, no 
doubt, be astonished that I have given Don Estevan a 
dezvous in snoh a singular place as this?" 
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"No,** coolly replied Baraja, " you may have reasons fof 
being partial to solitude. Who does ndt love it at timei^ 

A most gracious smile playing upon the countenance of 
Cnchfllo, denoted that his new acquidntance had correctly 
divined the truth. 

"Predsely,** he replied, "the ill-behaviour of a friend 
towards me, and the malevolent hostility of (he alcaide of 
Ariqpe have caused me to seek this tranquil retreat. That is 
jost why I have established my head-quarters in an aban* 
doned village, where there is noti a soul to keep company 
with." 

*'Se5or Don Pedro,*' replied Baraja, "I have already 
formed too good an opinion of you not to believe that the 
fault is entirely upon the nde of the alcalde^ and especially 
on the part of your friend.** 

"I thank you, Senor Baraja, for your good opinion,** 
returned Cuchillo, at the same time taking from the cinders a 
piece of the meat, half burnt, half raw, and munching it down 
with the most perfect indifference ; " I thank you sincerely, 
and when I tell you the circumstances you may judge for 
yourself.** 

**! shall be glad to hear them,** said the other, easing 
himself down into a horizontal position ; " after a good 
repast, there is nothing I so much enjoy &s a good story.'* 

After saying this, and lighting his cigarette, Baraja 
turned upon the broad of his back, and with his eyes fixed 
upon the blue sky, appeared to enjoy a perfect beatitude. 

"The story is neither long nor interesting,'* responded 
Cttcbillo ; " what happened to me might happen to all the 
trorld. I was engaged with this friend in a quiet game of 
eards, when he pretended that I had tricked him. The 
aSair came to words — ** 

Here the narrator paused for an instant, to take a drink 
from his leathern bottle, and then continued — 
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^ My friend had tho iudelicacy to permit himself to drop 
down dead in my presence," 

** Wliat I at your words ?" 

" No, with the stab of a knife which I gave him," coolly 
replied the outlaw. 

^^ Ah I no doubt your friend was in the wrong, and you 
received great provocation ?" 

^ The alcalde did not think so. He pestered me in the 
most absurd manner. I could have forgiven the bitterness 
of his persecution of me, had it not been that I was myself 
bitterly, roused at the ill-behaviour of my friend, whom up to 
that time I had highly esteemed," 

^^Ah! one has always to suffer from one's fiiends," 
rejoined Baraja, sending up a puff of smoke from his corn- 
husk cigarette. 

"Well— one thing," said Cuchillo, "the result of it all 
is that I have made a vow never to play another card ; for 
the cards, as you see, were the original cause of this ugly 
affau-." 

" A-good resolution," said Baraja, " and just such as I 
have come to my«el£ I have promised never to touch 
another card : they have cost me a fortune— in feet, alto- 
gether ruined me." 

"Ruined you ? you have been rich then ?" 

" Alas ! I had a splendid estate — ^a hixcienda de ganadoi 
(cattle farm) with a numerous flock upon it. I had a lawyer 
for my intendant^ who took care of the estate while I spent 
my time in town. But when I came to settle accounts with 
this fellow I fomid I had let them run too long. I discoveicd 
t at half my estate belonged to him I" 

" What did you do then ?" 

" The only thing I could do," answered Baraja, with the 
air of a cavalier, " was to stake my remaining half against 
hia CD a game, and let the \j;inner take tho whole." 
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** Did be accept this proposal ?" 

" After a feshion." 

" Wliat feshion ?» 

**Why, you see I am too timid when I play in presence ol 
company, and certain to lose. I prefer, therefore, to play in 
the open air, and in some qniet comer of the woods. There 
I feel more at my ease ; and if I should lose — considering 
tliat it was my whole fortune that was at stake— I should not 
expose my chagrin t<T the whole world. These were the 
considerations that prompted me to propose the conditions 
of oar playing alone." 

^^ And did the lawyer agree to your conditions ?" 

** Kot a bit of it." 

" What a droll fellow he must have been I" 

" He would only play in the presence of witnesses." 

** And you were forced to his terms ?" 

" To my great regret, I was." 

" And of course you lost — being so nervous in presence of 
company ?" 

"I lost the secoud half of my fortune as I had done the 
first. The only thing I kept ba^.k was the horse you see, 
and even him my ez-intendant insisted upon having as part 
of the bet. To-day I have no other hope than to make my 
fortune in thisTubac expedition, and if I should do so I may 
get back, and settle accounts with the knave. After that 
g»nc, however, I swore I should never play another card ; 
and, carrambal I have kept my oath." 

^^ Hoiv long since this happened ?" 

"Five days." 

"The devil I — Ton deserve credit for keeping your 
word." 

The two adventurers after having exchanged these confi- 
dences, began to talk over their hopes founded on the ap- 
proachmg expedition — of the marvellous sights that they 
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WO lid be likely to see — ^but more especially of the dangers 
that might have to be encountered. 

*^ Bah I" said Baraja, speaking of these ; ^' better to die 
than live wearing a coat out at elbows." 

Cuchillo was of the same opinion. 

Meanwhile the sun was growing hotter and hotter. A 
burning wind began to blow througl) the trees, and the 
horses of the two travellers, suffering from thirst, uttered 
their plaintive neighings. The men themselves sought out 
the thickest shade to protect them from the fervid rays of 
the sun, and for awhile both observed a complete silence. 

Barnja was the first to resume the conversation. 

" You may laugh at me, Senor. Cuchillo," said he, fanning 
himself with his felt hat, ^^but to say the truth the time 
appears very long to me when I am not playing." 

^' The same with myself" hastily respolided Cuchillo. 

" What de you say to our staking, on word of honour, a 
little of that gold we are going to find F" 

^^ Just what I was thinking myself but I daren't propose 
it to you ; — ^I am quite agreeable." 

Without fuither parley each of the two thrust a hand 
into his pocket, and drew forth a pack of cards — with which, 
notwithstanding the oath they had taken, both were pro- 
vided. 

The play was about to commence, when the sound of a 
bell, and the clattering of hoofs at a distance, announced the 
approach, most probably, of the important personage whom 
Cuchillo awaited. 
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CHAPTER VUL 



THE SENATOR TRAGADXTBOS. 



Thb two players suspended operations, and tamed tLeil 
&CQ0 in the direction whence came the sounds. 

At some distance along the road, a cloud of dust suddenly, 
rising, indicated the approach of a troop of horses. 

They were without riders. One only was mounted ; and 
that was ridden by the driyer of the troop. In short, it was 
a remuda — such as rich travellers in the north of Mexico 
usually take along with them for a remount. These horses, 
on account of the half-wild life they lead upon the vast plains 
where they are pastured, after a gallop of twenty leagues 
without carrying a rider, are almost as fresh as if just taken 
out of the stable. On long routes, each is saddled and 
mounted at regular intervals ; and in this way a journey is 
performed almost as rapidly as by a mail express, with 
relays already established. 

According to usual custom, a beU^mare preceded this 
drove, which appeared to consist of about thirty horses. It 
was this bell that had first attracted the attention of the 
players.' 

When within a hundred yards or so of the huts, the driver 
of the remuda galloped to the front, and catching the bell- 
mare, brought her to a stop. The other horses halted on the 
instant. 

Shortly after, five cavaliers appeared through the dust, 
riding in the direction of the huts. Two were in advance of 
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the other three, who, followiDg at a little distance were act 
ing as attendants or servants. 

The most distinguished looking of the two who rode in 
advance, was a man of somewhat over medium height. He 
appeared to have passed the age of forty, A greyish-coloured 
sombrero^ with broad brim, screened his face from the fenreni 
sun-beams. He was habited in a pelisse, or dolman^ of dark 
blue, richly laced with gold, and almost concealed under a 
large white kerchief embroidered with sky-blue silk, and 
known in Mexico as pano de soL Under the fiery atmos- 
phere, the white colour of this species of scar^ like the bur- 
nouB of the Arabs, serves to moderate the rays of the sun, 
and for this purpose was it worn by the cavalier in question. 
Upon his feet were boots of yellow Cordovan leather, and 
over these, large spurs, the straps of which were stitched 
with gold and silver wire. These spurs, with their huge 
five-pointed rowels, and little bells, gave out a silvery clink- 
ing that kept tune to the march of the horse — sounds most 
agreeable to the ear of the Mexican cavaSero. 

A mango^ richly slashed with gold lace, hung over the 
pommel of the saddle in front of the horseman, half covering 
with its folds a pair of wide pantaloons, garnished through- 
out their whole length with buttons of filigree gold. In fine, 
the saddle, embroidered like the straps of the spurs, com- 
pleted a costume that, in the eyes of an European, would 
recall the souvenirs of the middle ages. For all that, the 
horseman in question did not require a rich dress to give him 
an air of distinction. There was that in his bearing and 
physiognomy that denoted a man accustomed to conmiand, 
and perfectly au/ait to the world. 

His companion, much younger, was dressed with &r more 
pretension ; but his insignificant figure, though not wanting 
in a certain degree of elegance, was far from having the aris^ 
tooratio appearance of him with the embroidered kerchief 
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Tke three gervants that followed — ^with fiices blackened by 
dost and suDy and half savage figures — carried long 1anceS| 
adorned with scarlet pennons, and lazos hung coiled from the 
pommels of their saddles. These strange attendants gave to 
the group that singular appearance peculiar to a cavalcade 
of Mexican travellers. Several mules, pack laden, and carry- 
bg enormous valises, followed in the rear. These valisca 
contained provisions and the manage necessary for a halt. 

On seeing Cuchillo and Baraja, the foremost of the two 
eavaliers halted, and the troop fqllowed his example. 

^ 'TIS the Senor Don £stcvan," said Baraja, in a subdued 
voice, '* This is the man, seflor,'' he continued, presenting 
Cuchillo to the cavalier with Xhepano de $cL 

Don Estevan — for it was he — fixed upon Cuchillo a pierc- 
ing glance, that appeared to penetrate to the bottom of his 
soul, at the same time the look denoted a slight expression 
of surprise. ' * 

"I have the honour to kiss the hands of your excellency,** 
said Cuchillo. " As you see, it is I who—" 

But in spite of his habitual assurance, the outlaw paused, 
trembling as .vague souvenirs began to shape themselves in 
his memory ; for these two men had met before, though not 
for a very long time. 

^£h 1 if I don't deceive myself" interrupted the Spaniard, 
in an ironical tone, 'Hhe Senor Cuchillo and I are old 
acquaintances — ^though formerly I knew him by a different 
name?^' 

" So too your excellency, who was then called " 

Arechiza frowned till the hairs of his black moustache 
seemed to stand on end. The outlaw did not finish his speech. 
He saw that it was not the time to tell what he knew ; but 
tins species of complicity 'appeared to restore him to hia 
wonted assurance. 

CachUlo was, in truth, one of those gentlemen who hava 
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.he ill lack to give to whatever name thej bear a piampt 
celebrity ; and &r this reason he had changed his more than 
once. 

" Seiior Senator," said Arechiza, taming towards his comr 
pagnon de voyage^ " this place does not appear very suitable 
for our noon siesta?" 

"The Senor Tragaduros y Despilfarro, will find the shade 
of one of these cottages more agreeable," mterposed Cachilla, 
who knew the senator of Arispe. He knew, moreover, that 
the latter had attached himself to the fortunes of Don E^te- 
van, in de&ult of better cause : and in hopes of repairing hia 
own fortune, long since dissipated. 

Despite the low state of his finances, however, the Senator 
had not the less a real influence in the congress of Sonora ; 
and it was this influence which Don Estevan intended using 
to his own advantage. Hence the companionship that now 
existed between them. 

" I agree with all my heart to your proposal," answered 
Tragaduros, " the more so that we have now been nearly five 
hours in the saddle." 

Two of the servants dismounting, took their masters^ 
horses by the bridle, while the other two looked after the 
cargaa of the mules. The camp-beds were taken from the 
pack saddles, and carried into two of the houses that appeared 
the most spacious and proper. 

We shall leave the Senator reclming upon his mattress, to 
enjoy that profound slumber which is the portion of just 
men and travellers ; while we accompany Don Estevan into 
the hut which he had chosen for himself and which stood at 
■omo distance from that occupied by the legislator. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THB COMPACT. 

Ajftkr having followed Don Estevan, at tlie invitation oi 
the latter, inside the hovel, Cuchillo closed hehind him the 
wattle of bamboos that served as a door. He did this with 
great care — ^as if he feared that the least noise shonld be 
heard without — and then he stood waiting for the Spaniard 
to initiate the conversation. 

The latter had seated himself on the side of Jiis camp-bed« 
stead, and Cnchillo also sat down, using for his seat the skull 
of a bullock, — which chanced to be in the house. It is the 
ordinary stool of this part of the country, where the luxury 
of chairs is still unknown — ^at least in the houses of the poor. 

^*I suppose,*^ said Arechiza, breaking silence, ^Hhat you 
have a thousand reasons why I should know you by no otheif 
Aan your present name. I, with motives very different from 
yoursi no doubt, dedre to be here nothing more than J}an 
JBUevan Areehitsa. Now I Sefior Cuchillo," continued the 
speaker with a certain affectation of mockery; *Met us have 
this grand secret that is to make your fortune and mine !" 

^ A word first, Senor Don Estevan de Arechiza," replied 
Cnchillo, in the same tone ; ** one word, and then you shall 
have it." 

^I listen to you; but observe, sir, say nothing of the past 
—no more perfidy. We are here in a country where there 
ire trees^ and you know how I punish traitors." 

At this allusion to some past event — ^no doubt some mys* 
tcrioQi souvenir — ^the fisice of the outlaw became livid. 
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" Yes," replied bo, " I remember that it is not your fault 
that I was not bong to a tree. It may be more prudent not 
to recall old wrongs — especially as you are no longer in a 
conquered country, but in one of forests — ^forests both sombre 
and dumb." 

There was in this response of the outlaw such an evident 
nir of menace, that, joined with his character and sinister 
antecedents, it required a firtn heart on the part of Don 
Estevau not to regret having recalled the souvenir. With a 
cold smile ho replied : 

*' Ha ! another time I shall entrust the execution of a traitor 
in the hands of no human being. I shall perform that office 
myself^" continued he, fixing upon Cuchillo a glance which 
caused the latter to lower his head. "As to your threats, 
reserve them for people of your own kind ; and never forget, 
that between my breast and your dagger there is an insar* 
mountable barrier." 

"Who knows?" muttered CuchiUo, dissembling the anger 
which was devouiing him. Then in a different tone, he con- 
tinued : " But I am no traitor, Senor Don Estevan ; and the 
proposal I am now about to make to you is frank and loyal." 

"We shall see, then." 

*' Know, then, Scxior Arechiza, that for several years past 
I have followed the profession of a gambuainOy and have 
rambled over most of this country in the exercise of my call- 
ing. I have seen a deposit of gold such as mortal eye per- 
haps never looked upon I" 

" You have seen it, and not possessed yourself of it?" 

"Do not mock me, Don Estevan ; I am in earnest. I have 
seen 9, placer so nch that the man who gets it might for a 
whole year play the game of hell with luck all the while 
against him, and not be impovenshed ? So rich as to satisfy 
the most insatiable avarice ; so rich, in &ct, as to buy a king 
dom I" 
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At these words, which responded to some hopes and de- 
sires already conceived, Don Estevan could not hinder him 
self from the manifestation of a certain emotion. 

*^So rich," continued the outlaw, in an exalted tone, "thai. 
I would not hesitate for one instant to giye my soul to the 
deril in exchange for it." 

'^The deril is not such a fool as to value so highly a soul 
which he knows he will get gratU. But how did you dis- 
cover Umplacerf^^ 

^'Thus, scnor. There was a gambtisino called Marcos 
Arellanos, who was celebrated throughout the whole pro- 
vince. It was he who discovered this bonanza in company 
with another of the same calling as himself; but just as they 
were about to gather some of the gold, they were attacked 
by the Apache Indians. The associate of Marcos Arellanos 
was killed, and he himself had to run a thousand risks before 
he succeeded in makmg his escape. 

" It was after he came home again that by chance I met 
him at Tubac. There he proposed to me to join him, and go 
back to the placer, I accepted his offer, and we started. 
We arrived safely at the Golden Vallet/j for by that name 
he called the place. Powers of Heaven!" exclaimed 
Cochillo, *Mt only needed to see those blocks of gold shining 
to the sun to bring before one's eyes a thousand dazzluig 
visions I 

"Alasl we were only permitted to feast our eyes. The 
Ksvages were upon us. We were compelled to fly in our 
torn, and I alone escaped. Poor Marcos I he fell under the 
iionible war clubs ; and I — ^I have sorely grieved for him ! 
Sow, senor, this is the secret of the Golden Valley which I 
desire to sell to you." 

"To sell to me : — ^and who Is to answer for your fidelity ?" 

** My own interest. I sell you the secret, but I do not 
iateiid to alienate my rights to the placer. I have vainly 
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endeavoured to get up an expedition such as yours, for^ttb* 
out a strong force it would be of no use going there. It 
would be certain death to a party of only two , or three. 
With your band, however, it will be easy, and success would 
be certain. I only ask the tenth part of all the gold that 
may be gathered, which I would deserve as guide of the ex* 
pedition ; and going as guide I will be at the same time a 
hostage for my good faith." 

^* Is that what I am to understand ; you estimate th9 
price of your secret and services a tenth part of the whole?" 

^^ That and two hundred dollars paid down to enable me to 
equip myself for the expedition.'* 

*^ You are more reasonable than I expected, Cuchillo. Ycry 
well, then let it be so ; the two hundred dollars you shall have, 
and I promise you the tenth part." 

" Agreed." 

"Agreed, and you have my word upon it. Now, answer 
me some questions which I wish to put. Is this Golden Val- 
ley in that part of the country where I intended to have taken 
my expedition?" 

" It is beyond the Presidio of Tubac ; and since your men 
are to meet there yoa will not need to make any change is 
the dispositions you have already taken." 

** Good. And you have seen this Gk>lden Valley yon say 
with your own eyes ?" 

" I have seen it without the power of touching it. I have 
seen it grinding my teeth as I looked upon it, like the damned 
in hell who get a glimpse of Paradise." 

As Cuchillo spoke, his countenance betrayed beyond 
doubt the anguish he felt, at his cupidity having been 
baulked. 

Arechiza knew too well how to read the human physiog' 
nomy to doubt the truth of Ouchillo's report. Two hundred 
dollars were to him a mere bagatelle ; and taking an ebony 
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from his bed, small but heavy, he drew from it arouleati 
Off gold pieces and handed them to the gambusino, who im- 
mediate] j put them in his pocket. 

There was a little more in the rouleaa than had been bar- 
gamed for. The Spaniard took no notice of this, but form- 
ing a cross with his thumb and index finger of his right hand, 
d la mode JEspagnoU^ he held it before Cnchillo, directing 
him to make an oath upon it. 

'^I swear by the cross," stud the latter, ^Ho speak the 
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. At the 
end of ten days' journey beyond Tubac, going in a north- 
western direction, we shall arriye at the foot of a range of 
mountains. They are easy to recognize — for a thick vapor 
hai^ over them both night and day. A little river traverses 
this range of hills. It is necessary to ascend it to a point 
where another stream runs into it. There in the angle 
where the two meet, is a steep hill, the summit of which is 
crowned by the tomb of an Indian chie£ I was not near 

I enough to distinguish the strange ornaments that surround 
this tomb ; but at the foot of the hill there is a small lake by 
the side of a narrow valley in which the water from riun tor^ 
rents has thrown to the surfiice immense treasures of gold. 

L this is the Odden VaUeyJ^ 

I **The way will be easily found ?" inquired Don Estevan. 
**But difficult to travel,'* replied Cuchillo. *^The aiid 
deserts will be no obstacle compared with the danger from 
the hostility of Indians. This tomb of one of their most cele- 
brated chie& they hold in superstitious veneration. It is the 
constant object of their pilgrimages, and it was during one 
of these visits that we were surprised. Arellanos and my* 
•elfc" 

** And this Arellanos — do you think he has not revealed 
this secret to any one besides yourself?" 
^ You must know," replied Cuchillo, *^ that it is a custom 



It THX WOOD-BAVaiEBS. 

of tho gambusinoa, before starting upon any expedition, to 
swear before the Holy Evangelists not to reyeal the bonanzat 
they may find without tho consent of their associates. This 
oath Arellanos took, and his death of course prevented him 
from betraying it." 

^* You have said that after his return from his first expedi- 
tion, you met him in Tubac. Was there no woman whom he 
may perchance have had in his confidence ?" 

^His wife only — he may have told it to her. But 
yesterday a vaquero gave me the news that she has lately 
died. For all that, she may have revealed the secret to her 
son.'* 

^' Arellanos had a son then ?" 

*' An adopted son — ^a young man whose father or mother 
no one knows anything about." 

Don Estevan could not repress an involuntary movement. 
^^This young fellow is, no doubt, the son of some 
poor devil of this province ?" said the Spaniai*d, in a care- 
less way. 

** No," replied Cuchillo, " he was born in Europe, and very 
likely in Spain." • 

Arechiza appeared to &11 into a reverie, his head bend- 
ing towards his breast. Some souvenirs were disturbing his 
ifpirit. 

^'This much at least is known," continued Cuchillo. 
" The commander of an English brig-of-war brought him to 
Guaymas. He stated that the child, who spoke both French, 
and Spanish, had been captured in an affair between the brig 
and a French privateer. A sailor who was either killed iu 
the fight or taken prisoner, was beyond doubt his father. 
The captain of the English brig, not knowing what to do 
with hira, gave him to Arellanos — who chanced to be in 
Guaymas at the time — and Arellanos brought him up and 
has made a man of him — ^my faith I that he has. Young as 
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the fellow is, there is not such a rastreador nor horse-tamer 
in the proTince.** 

The Spaniard, Tvhile apparently not listening to Cuchillo, 
did not lose a word of what ho was saying ; but whether he 
had heard enongh, or that the subject was a painful one, ho 
suddenly interrupted the gambusino : 

** And don^t you think, if this wonderful tracker and hoi*so- 
breaker has been told the secret of his adopted father he 
might not be a dangerous rival to us ?'* 

Cuchillo drew himself up proudly, and replied : — 

*' I know a man who will yield in nothing — neither at fol- 
lowing a trail, nor taming a wild horse — ^to Tiburcio , 
Arellanos ; and yet this secret has been almost worthless in 
Lis keeping, since he has just sold it for the tenth part of its 
value I" 

This last argument of Cuchillo's was sufficiently strong to 
convince Don Estevan that the Golden Valley was so 
guarded by these fierce Indiaqs that nothing but a strong 
party could reach it — ^in short, that he himself was the only 
man who could set this force afoot. For awhile ho remained 
in his lulent reverie. The revelations of Cuchillo in regard 
to the adopted son of Marcos Arellanos had opened- his mind 
to a new set of ideas which absorbed all others. For certain 
motives, which we cannot here explain, he was seeking to 
divine whether this Tiburcio Arellanos was not the young 
Fabian de Mediana I 

Cuchillo on his part was reflecting on certain antece- 
dents relative to the gambusino Arellanos and his adopted 
son ; but for powei*ful reasons he did not mention his 
reflections to Don Estevan. There are reasons, how- 
ever, why the reader should now be informed of their 
nature. 

The outlaw, as we have said, frequently changed hisnamOb 
It was by one of these aliases used up so quickly, that he had 

4 
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been jiaflsing, when at the Presidio Tubac he mnde the ao* 
quaintance of the unfortunate Arellanos. When the lattef 
was about starting out on his second and fatal journey-— 
before parting with his wife and the young man whom he 
loved as well as if he had been his own son — he confided to 
his wife the object of his new expedition ; and also the full 
particulars of the route he intended to take. Cuchillo was 
nevertheless ignorant of this revelation. But the knowledge 
which the outlaw carefully concealed, was that he himself 
afker having reached the Golden Valley guided by Arellanos, 
murdered his companion, in hope, of having all the treasare 
to himself. It was true enough that the Indians appeared 
afterwards, and it was with difficulty that the assassin could 
Bave his own scalp. We shall now leave him to tell his own 
story as to how he made the acquaintance of young Arellanos, 
and it will be seen that this story is a mere deception prao- 
tised upon Don Estevan. 

*^ Nevertheless,'* resumed Cuchillo in breaking the silence, 
^^ I was determined to free my mind from all doubt upon the 
subject. On my return to Arispe I repaired to the dwel- 
ling of the widow of Arellanos to inform her of the death 
of poor Marcos. But with the exception of the great grief 
which the news caused her, I observed nothing particular — 
nothing that could give me the least suspicion that I am not 
the sole possessor of the secret of the Golden Valley." 

*' One easily believes what he wishes to believe,'^ remarked 
Arechiza. 

^ Hear me, Seiior Don Estevan ! There are two things 
on which I pride myself One is, that I have a conscience* 
easily alarmed ; the other, tha£ I am gifted with a perspi 
cuity not easily deluded." 

The Spaniard made no further objections. He was satis 
fied, not with the outlaw's consciimce, but his perspicuity. 

With regard to Tiburcio Arelluioa, we need hai*dly stat^ 
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whBt the reader has no doubt already divined — ^tbai thia 
young man was in reality no other than Fabian, the last des* 
oendant of the Coants of Mediana. Cuchillc has already 
related hov the English brig brought him to Guaymaf^ 
Left without a guide to enable him to discover his &mily— • 
dismherited of his rich patrimonial estates — ^an orphan know- 
ing nothing of his parents, here he was in a strange land, 
the possessor of nothing more than a horse and a hut of 
bamboos. 



CHAPTER X. 

THB AFTBBKOOK BIPB. 

WwEN Cuchillo, after the interview just described, oame 
forth from the hovel, the sun was no longer in the vertex of 
the heavens, but had commenced his downward course to the 
western horizon. The earth, burned up and dry as tinder, 
gave forth a thin vapoury mist, that here and there hung 
over the surfkce in. condensed masses, giving that appearance 
known as the mirage. Limpid lakes presented themselves 
to the eye, where not a drop of water was known to exist — ^as 
if nature^ to preserve a perfect harmony, offered these to the 
imagination in compensation for the absence of the precious 
fluid itself. Far off in the forest, could be heard at inter- 
vals the crackling of branches under the burning rays of the 
son— -just as if the woods were on fire. But the trees were 
beginning to open their leaves to the southern breeze that 
fireshened as the hours passed on, and they appeared impa- 
tiently to await the twilight, when the night-dews would 
once more freshen their foliage. 

Gaehillo gave a whistle, at which well-known signal his 
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horee came galloping up to him. The poor beast appeared 
to suffer terribly from the thirst. His master, moved with 
pity, poured into a bowl a few drops of water from his skin 
bottle ; and although it was scarce enough to moisten the 
aniraal*s lips, it seemed to bring back the vigour of his spirit. 

Guchillo having saddled and bridled his horse, and 
buckled on a pair of huge spurs, called one of the attendants 
of Don Estevan. To this man he gave orders to have the 
pack of mules harnessed, as well as to collect the remuda to 
be sent on in advance — ^in order that the sleeping quarters 
for the night should be ready upon their arrival The place 
where the travellers were to rest that night — as CuchiUo 
informed the domestic — ^was to be at the cistern known as 
La Poza. 

" But Za Poza is not on the route to Tubac !" objected 
the servant ; *' it lies out of the way and on the road leading 
to the Hacienda del Venado?^ 

" You have nothing to do with the route," peremptorily- 
answered Cuchillo, "your master intends spending gome 
days at the Hacienda del Yenado. Therefore do as I have 
ordered you." 

The Hacienda del Yenado was the most important estate 
between Arispe and the Indian frontier, and its proprietor 
had the reputation of being the most hospitable man in the 
whole province. It was, therefore without repugnance that 
the attendants of Don Estevan heard this news from Cuchillo 
-—since, although their route of march would be extended 
in making the detour by the Hacienda del Yenado, they 
knew they would enjoy several days of pleasant repoflo at 
this hospitable mansion. 

The man to whom Cuchillo had given his orders, imme- 
diately saddled his horse and set off to collect the remuda. 
He soon discovered the horses browsing in the woods near al 
band, and collected, as usual, around the bell-mare. 
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As he approached, the troop bounded off in affrightr—jost 
98 wild horses would have done ; but the active horseman 
was too quick for them, for already the running noose of hi^ 
lazo was around the neck of one of them. The horse per- 
ceiving that he was caught, and knowing well the lazo— * 
whose power he had often felt — yielded without resistancei 
and permitted himself to be led quietly away. The capitana 
(bell-mare) knew the signal and followed the horse of tho 
servant) with all the others trooping at her heels. 

Two of the freshest of the drove were left behind, for Don 
Estevan and the Senator. These would be enough to serve 
them as fiir as La Poza — ^the place of their intended night 
halt — ^which was only a few hours distant. The other horses, 
guided by the bell-mare, were taken on in advance, and the 
drove soon disappeared behind the cloud of dust thrown up 
by their hoofi. 

Shortly after, the Senator made his appearance at the door 
of the hut where he had taken his siesta— a necessity almost 
imperious in these hot climates. At the same time, Don 
Estevan presented himself in the open air. The atmosphere, 
though a little fresher than when they had gone inside, was 
still sufficiently stifling to be disagreeable. 

'^Carramba!" cried the Senator, after inhaling a few 
monthfuls of it, '^ it is fire, not air, one has to breathe here* 
If these hoTels were not a complete nest of snakes and scor- 
pions, I should prefer staying in them until night, rather than 
launch myself into this dreadful furnace." 

After this doleful speech the Senator climbed reluctantly 
into his saddle, and he and Don Estevan took the route, 
riding side by side, as in the morning. Behind, at a few 
paces distance, followed Cuchillo amd Baraja, and after these 
the little recua of mules with the other domestics. 

For the first hour of their march the shade of the trees 
tendered the heat supportable, but soon'the forest ended, and 
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the road debouched upon the open plainfl that appeared inte^ 
minable. 

It is hardljr possible to conoeire a more dreary prospect 
than that presented by those arid plains of Northern Mexico 
— naked, white, and almost destitute of vegetation. Here 
and there at long distances on the route, may be seen a tall 
pole which denotes the presence of some artificial well — a 
cistern — ^but as you draw near^ the leathern buckets by which 
the water is to be raised, show by their stiff contracted out- 
lines that for a long time they have held no water, and that 
the well is dried up — a sad fortune for the traveller whose 
evil star has guided him into these deserts during the dry 
season, especially if at the end of his day's journey he 
reckons on a supply from these treacherous depositaries. If 
his canteen is not well filled, or if he is by any chance 
detiuned upon his route, his story is likely to be that of 
hundreds who have perished of thirst upon these, plains, 
between a heaven and an earth that are equally un* 
pitying. 

^^ Is it true, then, Don Estevan," inquired the Senator, as 
he wiped the perspiration from his brow, ^^that you have 
been throagh this country before?'* 

^ Certainly," replied Don Estevan ; ^and it is justbecaase 
I have been here before that I am here now. But what 
brought me here formerly, and why I now return, is a secret 
I shall tell you presently. Let me say that it is a secret suffi- 
cient to turn a man's brain, provided he is not one with a 
bold, firm heart. Are you that man, seSor Senator?" added 
the Spaniard, fixing his eyes upon his companion, with a oalnci 
regard. 

The Senator made no reply, farther than by giving a sHgl 
shiver that was perceptible through his frame, and whi 
denoted that he felt tK>me apprehension as to the r6Ie . 
might be called upon to play. 
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Tile Spaniard did not fiil to observe his xmeasmesfl, as he 
reHomed: 

^Meanwhile, senor, let me ask yoti, are you decided 
to follow my advice, and restore your fortunes by som» 
rich matrimonial alliance which I shall arrange for you ?'' 

'^Without doubt I am,'* replied the Senator, ^'though I. 
can*t see what interest that can be to you, Sefior Don 
Estevan." 

** That is my affidr and my secret. I am not one of those 
who sell the skin of the bear before the animal is caught. It 
is enough for you to know, Don Vicente Tragaduros y Des- 
pil&rro, that I have a hundred thousand dollars at your dis* 
posal the moment you say the word — it only remains for you 
to hear my conditions, and subscribe to them." 

^I don't say no," replied the Senator, ^^but I candidly 
avow that for the life of me I caimot think of any one pos- 
sessing such an inheritance as you mention — ^not one in the 
whole province." 

" Do you know the daughter of the rich landowner Augusta 
Pefia — at whose hacienda, please God, we shall sleep to-mor* 
row night ?" 

**Oh!" exclaimed the Senator, the proprietor of the 
Hacienda del Yenado? I have heard of her — her dowry 
should be a million if report speaks true ; but what folly it 
would be for me to pretend " 

^Bahl" interrupted the Spaniard, *^It is a fortress that 
well besieged may capitulate like any other." 

^It is said that the daughter of PeSia is pretty." 

** Beautiful." 

"Tou know her then?" said the Senator, regarding his 
eompanion with an astonished look. ^^ Perhaps," he added, 
* it is to the hacienda of Yenado that you make those 
periodical and mysterious journeys, so much talked about at 
Arispef" 
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"Precisely so." 

" Ah I I understand you," said the Senator, turning a si j 
look upon his companion, " it was the beautiful eyes of the 
daughter that attracted you, the — ?" 

" You are mistaken. It was the father, who was simply 
the banker from whom, from time to time, I drew the funds 
necessary for my expenses at Arispe." 

" Is that also the object of our present jouniey ?'* 

"Partly," replied the Spaniard, "but not altogether — 
there is another object, which I will communicate to you 
hereafter." 

" Well, seiior," answered the Senator, " you are a mystery 
to me from head to foot ; but I abandon myaelf blindly to 
your guidance." 

" You do well," said Don Estevan, " and in all likelibood 
your sun, for a while eclipsed, will shine out again with more 
than its former splendour." 



CHAPTER XL 



AN UNFOBTUKATB TRAVSLLBB. 



It was now near sunset; the travellers were still abotit 
two leagues from La Poza, and the desert plains were nearly 
passed. Some mezquite trees appeared in front thinly cover- 
ing the calcareous soil, but the twilight sun began to rcndei 
leets visible the objects here and there scattered over the 
plain. 

AU at once the horse of Don Estevan came to a stand, and 
■hewed signs of affright. The steed of the Senator acted ii^ 
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m flimilar &sl ion, thougl. neither of the two horsemen could 
perceive the cause of this strange behaviour. 

^ It is the body of some dead mule ?" suggested the Mezi 
caa. 

Don Estevan spurred his horse forward, despite the repug 
niince of the animal to advance ; and a fe^ paces further on, 
behuid a clump of wild aloe plants, he perceived the body of a 
house stretched out upon the sand. Such a sight in these dry 
plains is by no means uncommon ; and the travellers would 
not have given a moment's thought to it, but for the &ct 
that the horse in question appeared to be saddled and bridled. 
This circumstance indicated some extraordinary occurrence. 

Cuchillo had meanwhile ridden forward to the spot. 

^^ Ahl" said he, after glancing a moment at the dead hoi*se, 
*' the poor devil who has ridden him has met with a double 
accident : he has not only lost his horse, but also his watei*- 
bottle. Seel" 

The guide pointed to an object lying upon the ground by 
the shoulder of the &llen horse, and still attached by a strap 
to the saddle. It was a leathern water-bottle apparently 
broken and empty. In fact, its position proved that the 
horse, enfeebled by the heat and thirst, had fallen suddenly 
to the earth, and the bottle, hardened by the sun, and coming 
in contact with the animal's shoulder, had got crushed either 
by the &1], or in the struggle that succeeded it. A large 
finacture was visible in the side of the vessel, through which 
the water had escaped to the very last drop. 

** We are likely enough by and by to stumble upon hia 
owner :" suggested Cuchillo, while he examined the trappings 
of the dead horse, to see if there might be anything worth 
jncking up. '^ JPar Dies /" he continued, ^* this reminds me 
that I have the very devil's thirst myself," and as he said this, 
he raised his own bottle to his head, and swallowed some 
gulps from it. 

4* 



8S THB WOOD-BANGBBS. 

The tracks of a man upon the sandj sar&cc, indicated that 
the traveller had continued his route on foot ; but the foot- 
marks showed also, that he must have tottered rather than 
walked. They were unequally distant from each other, an<l 
wanted that distinctness of shape, that would have been exhi- 
bited by the footsteps of a man standing properly on his legs. 

These points did not escape the keen eyes of Ouchillo, who 
was one of those individuals who could read such dumb signd 
with an unfailing certainty. 

" Beyond a doubt,^' said he, taking another gulp from hifl 
bottle, " the traveller cannot be fer off." 

His conjecture proved correct. A few moments after, the 
body of a man was seen by the side of the path, lying upon 
the ground, and perfectly motionless. As if this individual 
had intended that his countenance should be Iiidden from the 
eyes of any one passing, a broad palm-leaf hat covered the 
whole of his face. 

The costume of this traveller in distress, betrayed a certain 
degree of poverty. Besides the hat already mentioned, 
which appeared old and battered, a rusty-coloured Indian 
shirt, somewhat torn, and a pair of pantaloons of nankeen, 
with common filigree buttons, appeared to be his only gar- 
ments. At least they were all that could be noticed in the 
obscure twilight. 

^ Benito," said Don Estevan, calling to one of his servanta, 
^ knock off with the butt of your lance the hat that covers 
this man's face — ^perhaps he is only asleep ?" 

Benito obeyed the order, and tossed aside the hat without 
dismounting ; but the man stretched on the ground did not 
appear to know what had been done — at least he made not 
tho slightest movement. 

When the hat was removed, however, the darkness, which 
had suddenly increased, rendered it impossible to distinguiab 
his features. 
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*^Althoagli it is not exactly your speciality, Se&ol 
CachUlo/' said Don Estevan, addressing himself to the outr 
law, ^* if you will do an act of humanity in trying to save the 
life of this poor devil, you shall have half an ounce of gold 
if you succeed." 

"Cospital Seiior Don Esteran," cried Cuchillo, "you 
fnrely mistake my character. I am the most humane of 
mortals — that is," continued he in an under tone, " when It 
is my interest to be so. You may ride forward then ; and 
it will not be my &ult, if I don't bring this poor fellow safli 
to our halting place at La Poza." 

In saying these words Cuchillo dismounted, and laying his 
hands upon the neck of his horse, cried out : 

^^Kow good Tordillo, don't budge an inch from this spot 
tilll call for you." 

The animal, pa^nng the sand, and champing his bit, 
appeared to comprehend the words of his master, and 
remained in the place where ho had been left. 

** Shall we leave one of the servants to assist you ?" inquired 
the Senator, as they were riding off. 

"No, thank you, Seiior Don Vicente," responded Cuchillo, 
fearing that if any one was lefl he might expect some share 
in the promised demUoma; "it will not be necessary," 

And the cavalcade riding off, left the outlaw alone with 
the recumbent body. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



TIBXJBCIO ABI5LLAN0S. 



Cucnnxo approaching the body, bent down to examiiM 
the features, and see if there were any signs of life. At the 
first glance of that face the outlaw trembled. 

" l^burcio Arellapos, as I live!" ho involuntarily muttered. 

It was, in truth, th'e adopted son of his victim whom he 
saw before him, 

"Yes — there is no mistake — it ishel Santa Virgenl if 
not dead he's not far off it," continued he, observing the 
mortal paleness of the young man's countenance. 

A hellish thought at this moment arose in the mind of the 
outlaw. Perhaps the only man in all the world who shared 
with him that secret, which he himself had purchased by the 
crime of murder, was there before him — completely in his 
power. It only needed to finish him, if not already dead, 
and to report that he could not be saved. He was in the 
middle of the desert, under the shadow of night, where no 
eye could see, and no hand could liindcr ; why then should 
he not make his secret seciure against every contingency of 
the future ? 

All the ferocious instincts of the villain were reawakened ; 
mechanically he drew the long knife from bis boot, and held 
its point over the heart of the unconscious Tiburcio. 

At that moment, a slight quivering of the limbs told that 
the latter still lived. The outlaw raised his arm, but_ still 
hesitated to strike the blow. 
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"It was just thus," reflected he, " that I stabbed the man 
he called his Either — just in the same way, as he slept beside 
me, in full confidence of secunty. I see him now contesting 
with me for the life of this young fellow more than half gone. 
I feel at this moment the weight of his body upon my sboul- 
dcrs, jost as I felt it when I cariied him down to the 
river." 

And the murderer, at these thoughts, in the middle of the 
darkness and solitude, cast around him a look that betrayed 
the terror with which the souvenir still inspired him. 

That terror saved the life of Tiburcio ; for the knife was 
throst back into its singular scabbard, and the villain, seating 
himself beside the recumbent form, thriLst his hand under the 
vest of the young man, and held it over his heart to try 
whether it was still beating. 

In this attitude he remained for a shoi-t while — until satis- 
fied that Tiburcio was yet alive. Then a briglit thought 
seemed to startle him ; for a voice had spoken to him from 
within, stronger than the voice of conscience. It was that of 
personal interest. Cuchillo knew the rare qualities of Tiburcio 
— ^hia talents as a raatreador^ or tracker— his daring prowess 
in Indian warfare ; and after some consideration, he resolved 
to enrol him in the expedition of Don Estevan, to which he 
would no doubt prove of great value. 

^ That will be the best plan," said the outlaw, speaking in 
soliloquy. " What would his life be worth to me now ?— 
Kothing: and if I wish to have it hereafter — why, then 
there will be no lack of opportunities. He cannot be other-i 
wise than grateful for what I am going to do for him. But 
it nie see how matters stand — of course it is thirst that is 
killing him — how lucky I have kept a little water in my can- 
ter !" 

lie now opened the mouth of the dying man, and holding 
the nedc of the leathern bottle to his lips, poured som^ drops 
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down his throat. The water produced an almost instantan^ 
ous re-animation, and the young man opened his eyes, but 
soon closed them again. 

" That shows he is coming round," muttered Cuchillo. 

Twice or thrice he repeated the operation, each time don« 
bling the dose of water. Finally, at the end of half an hour 
or so Tiburcio was sufficiently recovered to be able to raise 
himself up, and to answer the questions put to him by the 
man who was, in reality, the preserver of his life. 

Tiburcio Arellanos was still but a young man ; but the 
sort of life he had led — solitary, and dependent on his own 
resources — ^had given to his judgment a precocious maturity* 
Ue therefore observed a degree of prudence in recounting to 
Cuchillo the death of his adopted mother, to which subject 
the outlaw had guided the conversation. 

^^ During the twenty-four hours that I passed by the death- 
bed of my mother," said Tiburcio, '* I quite forgot to attend 
to my horse ; and after all was over I closed the door of the 
cottage, where I never wished to return, and I set out upon 
this journey. The poor animal, so long neglected, became 
feeble on the second day, and fell dead under me ; and, to 
my misfortune, my water bottle was broken in the fall, and 
the water spilled upon the sand. I remained on the spot till 
thirst brought on fever, and then I strayed away : and after 
wandering about, I know not how long, I fell, as my horse 
had done, expecting never more to rise." 

"I comprehend all that," responded Cuchillo. "Weill it 
is astonishing how people will regret the death of parents, 
who do not leave them the slightest inheritance I" 

Tiburcio could have told him, that on her death-bed his 
^adopted motlier had left him a royal, as well as a terrible 
legacy — ^the secret of the Golden Valley, and the vengeance 
of the murder of Marcos Arellanos. Both had been confided 
to }nm — ^the golden secret upon the especial conditions thai 
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TLbarcdo would, if necessary, spend the whole of his life ia 
sesirching for the assassin. 

Hbardo appeared to take no notice of CuchiUo's last 
rejection, and perhaps his discretion proved the saving of hia 
life : for had the outlaw been made sure that he was in pos* 
session of the secret of the Golden Valley, it is not likely he 
would have made any further efforts to save him, but the 
reverse. 

^* And is that a &ct,^' continued Cnchillo, interrogatively, 
"that with the exception of a hut which you have aban* 
doned, a horse which has dropped dead between your legs, 
and the garments, you carry on your back, that Arellanos 
and bis widow have left you nothing ?" 

*^ Nothing but the memory of their goodness to me, and a 
xeverence for their name." 

**Poor Arellanos I I was very sorry for him,'» said 
Cachillo, whose hypocrisy had here committed him to an 
unguarded act of imprudence. 

** You knew him then?" hastily inquired Tiburcio, with 
some show of surprise. *^ He never spoke to me of you I" 

Cuchillo saw that he had made a mistake, and hastened to 
reply. 

** No, I didnH know him personally. I have only heard 
him much spoken of am a most worthy man, and a &mou8 
gambusino. That is why I was sorry on hearing of his 
death. Was it not I who first apprised his widow of the unfor* 
tunate occurrence, having myself heard of it by chance ?" 

Notwithstanding the it^nral tone in which Cuchillo 
delivered this speech, he wai^e of those persons of such a 
sinister countenance, that Tiburcio could not help a certain 
feeling of suspicion while regarding it. But by little and 
little the feeling gave way, and the young man's thoughts 
taking^ another turn, he remained for some moments buried 
in m nlaat reverie. It was merely the result of his feeble- 
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nesg, though Cuchillo, ever ready to suspect evil, interpreted 
his silence as arising from a different cause. 

Just then the horse of Cuchillo began to show evident 
signs of terror, and the instant aHer, with his hair standing 
on end, he came galloping up to his master as if to seek pro- 
tection. It was the hour when the desert appears in all its 
noctucnal majesty. The howling of the jackals could be 
heard in the distance; but all at once a voice rising far 
above all the rest, appeared to give them a signal to be 
silent. It was the voice of the American lion. 

*' Do you hear it ?" inquired Cuchillo of his companion. 

A howl equally loud, but of a different tone, was heard on 
the opposite side. *^ It is the puma and jaguar about to bat- 
tle for the body of your horse, friend Tiburcio, and which- 
ever one is conquered may take a fancy to revenge himself 
on us. Suppose you mount behind me, and let us be off?" 

Tiburcio followed the advice; and notwithstanding the 
double load, the horse of Cuchillo galloped off like an arrow, 
impelled to such swift course by the growling of the fierce 
animals, that for a long time could be heard, as if thoy were 
following in the rear. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 
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Fab along the route these sounds accompanied the two 
riders — that is, the wailing of the jackals, mingled with the 
more fearful utterance of the great feline denizens of the 
desert. All at once, however, these noises became stilled, as 
a sound of a fkr different nature indicated the presence of 
some human being interfering in this scene of the desei*t'. It 
was the crack of a gun, but with that quick sharp repoit 
that distinguishes the detonation of the rifle. 

"A shot I" exclaimed Tiburcio, " But who can be amns^ 
ing himself bj hunting at this time of night, and in the mid* 
die of such a desert ?^ 

** Very likely one of those American trappers we see now 
and then at Arispe, where they come to sell their beaver 
skins. These fellows think as little of a puma or a jaguar as 
they do of a jackal." 

No other noise was afterwards heard to break the impos* 
mg silence of the night. The stars were shining brightly in 
the blue heaven, and the breeze, that had now become much 
cooler, scarce made the slightest rustling as it passed through 
the branches of the iron-wood trees, 

** Where are you taking me ?" asked Tiburcio, after an 
interval of silence. 

**To La Poza, where I have some companions who are to 
pass the night there. To-morrow, if you like, 'on to the 
hadenda of Venado.« 
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**To the hucienda of Yenadol that is just where I WM 
going." 

Had it been daylight, Cuchillo might have seen a tlush 
suddenly redden the cheeks of the young man as he pro- 
Dounced these words ; for it was an affair of the heart, that 
in spite of all the efforts he had made to resist it, was attract- 
ing him to the hacienda de Veuado. The object of hia 
interest was no other than the daughter of the haciendcuh 
himself — the young heiress already spoken o£ 

"For what purpose were you going there?" inquired 
Cuchillo, in a careless tone. 

This simple question was nevertheless difficult to be 
answered. His companion was not the man to whom the 
young gambusino could give his confidence. He hesitated 
before making reply. 

** I am without resources," said he at length, ** and I go to 
ask Don Augustin Peiia if he will accept me in the capacity 
of one of his vaqtieros.^* 

" 'Tis a poor business you wish to undertake, amigo. To 
expose your life for ever for such paltry pay as you will get 
—to keep watch at night and run about all the day; exposed 
to the burning heat of the sun, and by night to the cold— 
for this is the lot of a vaquero." 

" What can I do ?" replied Tiburcio. " Besides, it is just 
the sort of life I have been accustomed to ; have I not always 
been exposed to privations and the solitude of the desert 
plains? These torn calzoneras and well worn jacket are all 
that are Icfl me — ^since I have now no longer my poor hors«. 
Better turn vaquero than be a beggar 1" 

"He knows nothing of the secret then," reflect i 
Cuchillo, " since he is meditating on an employment of tl i 
nature." Then raising his voice : — " You are in truth, the , 
a complete orphan, amigo ; and have no one to mourn r 
you if you were to die— except myselC Have you ' 
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diance heard anythiDg of this grand expedition that is being 
organized at Tabec ?'' 

*'No.^ 

^Become one of it then. To an dzpedition of this kind a 
resolute young fellow like you would be a valuable acquisi* 
tion ; and upon your part, an expert gambusino, such as I 
&ney you must be — ^from the school in which you have been 
tanght — ^might make his fortune at a single stroke." 

If he parry this thrust, muttered the outlaw to himself, it 
wiQ be proof positive that he knows nothing about it. 

Cuchillo was thus pursuing his investigation with a two- 
fold object, sounding Tiburcio about the secret, while at the 
same time trying to attach him to the expedition by the 
hope of gain. But cunning as was the outlaw, he had to do 
with a party that was no simpleton. Tiburcio prudently 
remained silent. 

** Although between ourselves,** continued Cuchillo, "I 
can tell you that I have never been beyond Tabac, yet I am 
to be one of the guides of this expedition. Now what say 
you?*' 

"I have my reasons," replied Tiburcio, " not to engage in 
it without reflection. I therefore demand of you twenty-four 
hours to think it over, and then you shall have my answer." 

The expedition, of which this was the first news Tiburcio 
had heard, might, in fact, ruin or favour his own projeti^-* 
hence the uncertainty he felt, and which he contrived so 
cleverly to conceal by his discreet reserve. 

"Very well," rejoined Cuchillo, " the thing will keep that 
long." 

And with this the conversation was discontinued. 

Cuchillo, joyed at being disembarrassed of his apprehen- 
non about the secret, began carelessly whistlifig while he 
spurred forward his horse. The greatest harmony continued 
between these two men, who, though they knew it not, had 
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each a motive of tbe deadliest hatred one against the other. 
Suddenly, as they were thus riding along, the horse that 
carried them stumbled upon the left foreleg, and almost 
came to the ground. On the instant Tiburcio leaped down, 
and with eyes flashing fire, cried out in a threatening tono 
to his astonished companion. 

" You say you have never been beyond Tubac ? where 
did you get this horse, Cuchillo ?" 

" What business of yours, where I got him ?" answered 
the outlaw, surprised by a question to which his conscience 
gave an alarming significance, ^' and what has my hoi-se to do 
with the interrogatory you have so discourteously put to me?** 

" By the soul of Arellanos 1 I will know ; or, if not — ^" 

Cuchillo gave the spur to his horse, causing him to bound 
to one side — while at the same time he attempted to 
unbuckle the straps that fastened his carbine to the saddle ; 
but Tiburcio sprang after, seized his hand, and held it wliile 
he repeated the question : — 

" How long have you owned this horse ?" 

" There, now ! what curiosity !" answered Cuchillo, with a 
forced smile, " still, since you are so eager to know — it is — 
it is about six weeks since I became his master; you may 
have seen me with him, perhaps ?" 

' In truth it was the fli*st time Tiburcio had seen Cuchillo 
with this horse — that, notwithstanding his bad habits of 
stumbling, was otherwise an excellent animal, and was only 
used by his master on grand occasions. For this very reason 
Tiburcio had not seen him before. 

The ready lie of the outlaw dissipated, no doubt, certain 
suspicions that had arisen in the mind of the young man, for 
•the latter let go the horseman^s wrist, which up to this time 
he had held- in his firm grasp. 

"Pardon me I" said he, " for this rudeness; "Lrut aUow m* 
to aak you another question ?'' 
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"Ask it!" said Cncbillo, "since we are friends; in faot| 
ameng friends, one question less or more can make no dif- 
ference." 

" Wh© sold yon this horse six weeks ago ?" 

'' Por Dlosy his owner, of course — ^a stranger, whom I did 
not know, but who had just arrived from a long journey." 

Cuehillo repeated these words in a slow and drawling 
xnanner, as if to gain time for some hidden purpose. 

**A stranger?" repeated Tiburcio; "pardon mel one 
more question ?" 

" lias the horse been stolen from you /" asked the outlaw 
in an ironical tone. 

** Ko— -but let us think no more of my foUy — ^pardon me, 
■cnor 1" 

" I pardon you," answered Cuehillo, in a tone of magna- 
nimity, " the more so," added he mentally, " that you will 
not go much further, you son of a hound 1" 

Tiburcio, unsuspecting, was no longer on his guard, and 
the outlaw, profiting by the darkness, had already detached 
his carbine from the saddle. In another moment, beyond 
doubt, he would have canied into execution his demoniac 
purpose, had it not been for the appearance of a horseman, 
who was coming at full gallop along the road. Besides the 
horse which he rode, the horseman led behind him another,' 
saddled and bridled. He was evidently a messenger from 
Don Estevan. 

"Ah I is it you, Sefior Cuehillo ?" he cried out, as he rode 
up. 

**The devil!" grumbled the outlaw, at this ill-timed inter- 
ruption. "Ah! is it you, Senor Benito ?" he inquired, sud- 
denly changing his tone. 

"Yes. .Well, have you saved the man? Don Estevan 
has sent me back to you with a gourd of fresh water, and a 
horse to bring him on." 
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" He is there," replied Cuchillo, pointing to Tib nrcio, who 
stood at a little distance, ^' thanks to me he is sound and 
safe — until I have a chance of being once more alone with 
liim," he muttered, in a tone not intended to be heard, 

" Well, gentlemen," remarked the servant, ** we had better 
go on — the camping place is not far from here — ^we can soon 
reach it." 

Tiburdo leaped into the empty saddle, and the three gal- 
loped silently toward the place where the travellers had 
halted — the servant thinking only of reaching it as soon aa 
possible, and going to rest — Cuchillo mentally cursing the 
interruption that had forced him to adjourn his project of 
vengeance — and Tiburcio vainly endeavouring to drive out 
of his mind the suspicion which this curious incident had 
aroused. 

In this occupation the three rode on for about a quarter 
el an hour, until the gleam of fires ahead discovered the 
halting-place of the travellers at La Poza. Soon afterwards 
their camp itself was reached^ 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

ZX POZA. 

Thb place known hj the name *^La Poza'' was the only 
oncy within a circle of many leagues, where at this time of 
the year water could be found. There was here a natural 
cistem or well — ^partly nourished by a spring, and partly by 
rain from the skies. It was hollowed at the bottom of a 
little crater-shaped vaUey, only a few paces in circumference, 
the sloping sides of which served to conduct to the well the 
rain-water that fell around. 

The ridges inclosing the little valley were crowned with 
trees of thick fi-ondage, which, nourished by the evaporation 
of the water, appeared green and vigorous^ and protected 
the cistern from the burning rays of the sun. The green 
grafls that grew around, the cool shadow of the trees, and 
the freshness of the fdr, rendered the well of La Poza, in the 
, middle of the desert, a delicious little oasis. Besides serv- 
ing as excellent resting-place for travellers, it was a favourite 
resort of hunters, who used it as a stalking-ground for 
animals-— elks and deer — as well as jaguars and other fierce 
beasts that in great number^ came to the well to drink. 

At a short distance from the cistem of La Poza commenced 
a tract of thick forest through which ran the path leading to 
the Hacienda del Venado. "JN^earer to the edge of the little 
valley, upon the side of thls<p^th, the travellers had kindled 
an enormous fire, partly to defend themselves fi-om the cold 
night air, and partly to frighten off any jaguars or pumai 
thai might be in the neighborhood of the water. 
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Not far from this fire the servants had placed the camp- 
bed'* of the Senator and Don Estevan ; and while a large 
saddle of mutton was being roasted for supper, a skin bottle 
of wine was cooling in the fresh water with which the trough 
had been filled. 

After a painful day's march, it was an attractive spectacio 
which this scene presented to the eyes of the travellers, 

"Jftra/ your halting-place, Tiburcio," said Cuchillo, as 
thoy rode into the camp, and speaking in atone of pretended 
friendliness, in order to conceal the real rancour which ho 
felt. "Dismount here, while I go and report your arrival 
to our chief. It is Don Estevan de Arechiza himself imder 
whose orders we are enrolled ; so, too, may you be, if you 
desire it ; and between ourselves, amigo^ it is the best thing 
you can do." 

Cuchillo fearing that his victim might escape him, now 
wislied more than ever that he should join the expedition. 
He pointed out Don Estevan- and the Senator seated on their 
camp-beds, and visible in the light of the great fire, while 
Tiburcio was not yet seen by them. Cuchillo himself 
advanced toward Don Estevan. 

" I am desirous, Senor Don Estevan," said he, addressing 
himself to the Spaniard, " to say two words to your honour, 
with the permission of his excellency the Senator." 

Don Estevan rose from his selit, and made a sign to 
Cuchillo to accompany him into one of the dark, alleys of the 
forest, the same by which the path entered that led to the 
hacienda. 

" You will hardly guess, Senor Don Estevan, who is the 
man your generosity has saved — ^for I have brought him with 
me safe and sound, as you see ?" 

Without making answer, Don Estevan took from his 
purse the piece of gold he had promised, and handed it to 
Cuchillo. -**''*.. 
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" It is tlie young Tiburcio Arellanos to whom you have 
given life," continued the outlaw. " As for me I only fol- 
lowed the dictates of my heart ; but it may be that we have 
both done a very foolish action." 

" Why that ?" asked the Spaniard. " This young man 
will be easily watched so long as he is near us ; and I presume 
he is decided to be one of our expedition ?" 

" lie has asked twenty-four houra to reflect upon it." 

** Do you think he knows anything of — " 

" I have my fears," replied Cuchillo, in a melancholy tone, 
little regarding the lie he was telling/ and the purpose of 
which was to render the Spaniard suspicious of the man ho 
had himself vowed to kill. '^ In any case," continued he, 
with a significant smile, ^' we have saved his life, and that 
will serve as tit for tatJ*^ 

•* What do you mean to say ?" 

" Only that my conscience assures me it will be perfectly 
tranquil i^if— Carramba !" added he, brusquely — "if I 
should send this young fello^ to be broiled with his mother 
in the other world." 

" God forbid that !" exclaimed the Spaniard, in a lively 
tone. " What need ? Admit that he knows all : I shall be 
in command of a hundred men, and he altogether alone. 
What harm can the fellow do us ? I have no uneasiness 
about him. I am satisfie'd, and so must^you be." 

"Oh I I am satisfied if you are," growled Cuchillo, like a 
dog whose master had hindered him from biting some one, 
" quite satisfied," he continued, " but perhaps hereafter — " 
. " I shall see this young man," said the Spaniard, inter- 
rupting him, and advancing in the direction were Tiburcio 
ftood, while Cuchillo followed, talking to himself: 

" Wlvit the devil possessed him to ask how long I had 
owned my horse? Let me sec! the animal stumbled, I 
remember, and it was jiist then ne dismounted and threat* 

6 
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6Red mo. Toan't understand it, but I suspect what I do not 
understand/'' 

When Arcchiza and Cucbillo reached the camp, an excite- 
ment was observed among the horaes, that gathered around 
the capitana^ at a short distance from the fire, and to all 
appearance in a state of extreme terror, were uttering a wild 
and continuous neighmg. Some danger yet a&r, but which 
the animals' instincts enabled them to perceive, was the 
cause of this sudden stampedo, 

*^ It is some jaguar they have sceiitcd," suggested one of 
the domestics. 

*' Bah I" replied another, " the jaguars attack only young 
foals — they wouldn't dare to assault a strong vigorous 
horse." 

*'Do you think so?" demanded the first speaker. ^ Ask 
Benito here, who, himself, lost a valuable animal taken by 
the jaguars." 

Benito, hearing this reference to himself advanced towards 
the two speakers. 

" One day," he began, " or rather, one night just like this, 
I chanced to be at a dbtance from the Hacienda del Yenado, 
where I was a vaquero at the time. I was in search of a 
strayed horse, and not finding him, had made up my mind to 
pass the night at the spring of Ojo de Agiui. I tied my 
horse at a good distance off— where there was better grass 
— and I was sleeping, as a man sleeps after riding twenty 
leagues, when I was suddenly awakened by all the bowlings 
and growlings of the devils. The moon shone so clear you 
might have &ncied it daylight. All at once my horse came 
galloping toward me with the lazo hanging round his neck, 
which he had broken at the risk of hanging himsel£ 

" * Here then,' said I, ' I shall now have two horses to go 
In search of instead of one." 

^ I had scarce made this reflection, when I observed, under 
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tlie light of the moon, a snpcrb jagaar bonnding after my 
horae. He scarce appeared to touch the ground, and each 
kap carried him forward twenty feet or more, 

**! saw that my poor steed was lost. I listened with 
aniietj, but for a while heard nothing. At the end of a quaiw 
terof an hour, however, a terrible roar *» 

The speaker paused, and stood trembling. 

** Virffen Santa l^ cried he, ** that's it l» as the fearful cry 
of a jaguar at that moment echoed through the camp, suo* 
eeeded by a deathlike stillness, as if both men and animals 
bad been alike terrified into silence. 



CHAPTER XV. 

VOCTUBHAL TISIT0B8. 

Thk sudden shock occasioned by the perception of a peril 
fo proximate and imminent, paralyzed every tongue. Even 
the ex-herdsmaa himself was silent, and appeared to reflect 
what had best be done to avoid the danger. 

At this instant the voice of Don Estevan broke the tem* 
porary nlence that reigned within the camp. 

"Get your weapons ready I" shouted he. 

" It is useless, master,** . rejoined the old vaquero, whose 
experience among jaguars gave a certain authority to hia 
words, '^the best thing to be done, is to keep the fire 
a-blazc." 

And saying this, he flung an armful of &gots upon it, which 
being as dry as tinder, at once caught flame — so as to illu« 
mine a large drde around the camp. 

^If they are not choking with thirst,*' said Benito, *^ thaof 



;^»2^)^'>H\ 



100 THE W00D-EAXGER8. 

demons of darkness will not dare come within the circle of 
the fire. But, indeed, they are oftefa chokbg with thirst, 
and then " 

" Then !" interrupted one of the domestics, in a tone of 
anxiety. 

"Then," continued the herdsman, "then they don't regard 
either liglit or fire; and if we are not determined to defend 
the water against their approach, we had better get out of 
their way altogether. These animals are always more thiraty 
than hungry." 

"How when they have drunk?" asked Baraja, whose 
countenance, under the light of the fire, betrayed consider, 
able uneasiness. 

" Why, then they seek to appease their hunger." 

At this moment a second cry from the jaguar was heard, 
but farther off than the first. This was some relief to the 
auditory of Benito, who, relying upon his theory, was satis- 
fied that the animal was not yet at the extreme point of sni^ 
fering from thirst. All of them preserved silence — the only 
Bounds heard being the crackling of the dry sticks with 
which Baraja kept the fire profusely supplied. 

" Gently there, Baraja I gently !" called out the vaqucro, 
" if you consume our stock of fire-wood in that fashion, you 
will soon make an end of it, and, por Dios I amigo^ you will 
have to go to the woods for a fresh supply." 

"There I hold your hand," continued he, after a pause, 
" and try to make the fagots last as long as possible, else we 
may get in darkness and at the mercy of the tiger. He is 
snr.e to come back again in an hour or two, and far thirstier 
than before." 

If Benito had desired to frighten his companions, he could 
not havesucceeded better. The eyes of one and all of them 
were anxiously bent upon the heap of dried sticks that still 
remained by the fire, and which appeared soareely suificicnl 
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to hst for another hour. But there was something 90 
earnest in the tone of the ex-herdsman, despite the jesting 
way in which he spoke, that told he was serious in what he 
h&d said. 

Of coarse, Don Estevan had postponed the interview with 
Tiburcio ; and the young man, still ignorant that it was to 
Don Est«yan he really owed his life, did not think of 
approaching to-offer him thanks. Moreover, he saw that the 
moment would he ill-timed to exchange compliments of cour- 
tesy with the chief of the expedition, and for this reason he 
remained standing where Cuchillo had left him. 

Nevertheless Don Estevan could not hinder himself from 
casting an occasional glance in the direction where the young 
man stood — ^though through the ohscuiity lie could make no 
exact observation of his features. 

The silence continued. Don Estevan and the Senator 
remained seated on their camp-beds, carbine in hand, while 
Benito, surrounded by the other domestics, formed a group 
by the side of the fire. The horses had all approached 
within a few feet of their masters, where they stood trem- 
bling and breathing loudly from their spread nostrils. Their 
behaviour indicated an instinct on their part that the danger 
was not yet over. 

Several minutes passed, in which no human voice broke 
tbe silenoe. In the midst of greatest perils there is some- 
thing consolatory in the sound of a man's voice — something 
which makes the danger appear less ; and as if struck by this 
idea, some one asked Benito to continue the narrative of his 
adventures. 

" I have told you then,'* resumed the ex-herdsman, " that 
I saw the tiger springing after my horse, and that in the 
chase both disappeared from my sight. The moment after, 
the horse came galloping back ; but I knew that it was his 
last gallop, as soon as by the light of the moon I saw th« 
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terrible rider that b e carried. The jaguar was npon his baok^ 
flattened over his shoulders, with the neck of the poor horM 
fast between his jaws/ 

'* They had not gone a dozen paces before I heard a crack* 
ling sound — ^as if some bone had been crushed — ^and on the 
instant I saw the horse stumble and falL Both tiger and 
horse rolled over and over in a short but terrible struggle, 
and then my poor steed lay motionless. 

"For safety I stole away from the dangerous proximity; 
but returning after daylight, I found only the halfetripped 
skeleton of a horse that had carried me for many a long year. 

*' And now, amigo,'* continued the ex-herdsman, turning to 
the man who had first spoken, *^do you still think that the 
jaguar attacks only foals ?" 

No one made reply, but Benito's audience turned their 
glances outward from the fire, fearing that in the circle around 
they might see shining the eyes of one of these formidable 
animals. 

Another interval of dlence succeeded to the narrative 
of the vaquero. This was broken by the young* man 
Tiburcio, who, used to the wild life of the plains and forests, 
was very little frightend by the presence of the jaguars. 

*^ If you have a horse,'' said he, '^ you need not much fear 
the jaguar ; he is sure to take your horse first. Here, we have 
twenty horses and only one tiger.'* 

"The young man reasons well," rejomed Baraja, reassured 
by the observation of Tiburcio. 

" Twenty horses for one tiger— yes," replied Benito ; "but 
suppose the horses don't choose to remain here. Supposing, 
what is likely enough to happen, we have an estcmipeda — th< 
horses will be oif. Now the jaguar knows very well he can 
not overtake a horse unless he does so in the first bomid oi 
two. He will not follow the horses then, but will stay by tb' 
water, and of course by us as well. Besides, the jaguars tiu 
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hunt hj these springs are likelj enough to have tasted haman 
flesh before now ; and if so, they will not, as the young num 
affirms, prefer the flesh of a horse.'' 

** Very consoling, that," interupted Cnchillc. 

Benito appeared to be a man fond of the most frightful sug« 
gestions, for not contented with what he had already said, he^ 
continued — 

*^ If there be but one jaguar, then he will be satisfied with 
one of ns, but in case he should chance to be accompanied by 
bis female, then — " 

**Then what, by all the devils f" demanded Cuchillo. 

"Why then — ^bnt I don't wish to frighten you.'' 

** May thunder strike you I Speak out," cried Baraja, suf- 
fering at the suspense. 

** Why, in that case," coolly added Benito, " the tiger would 
imdonbtedly show his gallantry to his female by killing a pair 
of US." 

" Carramba !" fervently exclaimed Baraja. " I pray the 
Lord that this tiger may be a bachelor," and as he said this 
he flung a fresh armful of fagots on the fire. 

"Chaitiy, amigol gently," interrupted the ez-herdsman, 
lifting off tome of the sticks again. ^^ We have yet at least 
six hours of night, and these fagots will scarce serve to keep 
ap the light for one. Gently, I sayl we have still three 
chances of safety; the first that the jaguar may not be 
thirsty ; the second, that he may content himself with one of 
our horses ; and the third, that he may, as you have wished 
it, be a bachelor tiger." 

There was no response, and another interval of silence sue- 
eeeded. During this it was some consolation to the travellers 
Vo see the moon, which now, rising above the horizon, lit up 
the plains with her white beams, and flung her silvery efliil- 
gence over the trees. From the direction of the woods 
came the mournful notes of the great homed owl, and the 
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sound of flapping wings, caused by the varapire bat, as it 
glided through the aisles of the forest. No other scum Is 
appeared to indicate the presence of living thing ercept 
those made by the horses or the travellers themselves. 

" Do you think," said Tiburcia,. addressing himself to 
Benito, " that the jaguar is likely to return again ? I have 
known these animals howl at night around my hut, and then 
go off altogether." 

" Yes," replied Benito, " that may be when their drinking 
place is left free to them. Here* we have intercepted their 
approach to the water. Besides, here are both men and 
horses — both food and drink in one place ; it is not likely 
they have gone away from a spot that promises to furnish 
them with both. No, I warrant you, they are still in the 
neighbourhoo d ." 

At this moment the cry of the jaguar was heard once more, 
proving the correctness of Benito's judgment. 

" There !" cried he, "just as I said ; the beast is nearer 
too — ^no doubt his thirst is increasing — ^the more so that be ia 
hindered j&om approaching the spiing. Ila I do you hear 
that?" 

This exclamation was caused by another roar of the jaguar, 
but evidently not the one that had been already frightening 
the travellers — ^for this cry came from the opposite side of the 
camp. 

"Ave Maria!" screamed Baraja, in anguish, "the tiger 
has a Avife I" 

" You speak true," said Benitb, " there are two of them, 
and they must be a male and female, sincie two male jaguara 
never hunt in company." 

" Carrai /" exclaimed Cachillo, " may the devil take me • 
^ver I passed a night in the company of such a man as tli 
old herdsman. He would lighten the hair off one's head i 
he oould." 
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** After all," said Baraja, "I think there can't be much dan* 
gcr, so long as we ha?e got the horses between us and these 
terrible binites." 

Urhappily, this chance of safety was not to exist much 
longer, for just then the jaguars recommenced tlieir growl- 
ing, both of them nearer than ever. The effect upon 
the horses was now exhibited in a complete estampeda — 
for these animals, seeing they could no longer rely upon 
their masters for protection, preferred trusting to their 
heels, and one and all of them broke jaway in a wild gallop. 

As this last chance of security was gone, the old 
vaquero, leaving the fire, approached the spot where Don 
Estevan and the Senator were seated, and thus addressed 
them : — 

"Gentlemen," said he, "prudence requires that you will 
not remain so fer from the rest of us. As you perceive there 
is danger on both sides, it will be best that we should allkeep 
close together, and as near the fire as possible." 

The affrighted look of the Senator offered a striking con 
trast to the countenance of Don Estevan, which still preserved 
its calm rigidity. 

"It is good advice this faithful servant gives us," said 
Tragaduros, rising to do as Benito had suggested. 

** Come, Benito," said Don Estevan, " these are nothing 
but hunter's stories you have been telling, and you wish to 
firighten these novices ? Is it not so?" 

** As I live, Senor Don Estevan, 'tis the truth I" 

"There is a real dang^, then ?" 

** Certain there is, my master !" 

*" Very well, in that case I shall remain where I am." 

"Are you in earnest?" asked the frightened Tragaduros. 
"Quite so — ^the duty of a leader is to protect his fol- 
lowers," said the Spaniard, proudly, " and that is what I 
meaa to do. If the danger is only from the right and loft at 

6* 
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it appears to be — ^I shall guard the right here. There are two 
bullets in mj gun, and with these and a sure eye, what care 
I for a jaguar. You, Seiior Don Vicente, can take your stand 
on the left of the fire, and watch that side. If it appears pru 
dent to you to keep near the men, do so." 

This compromise appeared to the taste of Tragaduros, 
who had no idea of exposing the person of a man who was to 
be the future proprietor of a million of dollai^s dowry. He 
lost no time, therefore, in crossing over to the fire^ 
and although he made a feint to keep watch on the 
opposite side from that guarded by Don Estevan, he 
took care to remain within a few feet of the group of 
attendants. 

These dispositions had scarce been completed, when a for- 
midable dialogue was struck up between the two fierce beasts 
that were approaching on opposite sides of the camp. Now 
they would utter a hoarse roaring, then a series of screams 
and yells, succeeded by a shiill mewing that resembled the 
caterwauling of cats — only louder and more terrific in its 
effect. Though Benito and Tiburcio knew that all these 
noises were caused by a single pair of tigers, the others 
imagined that not less than a dozen must be engaged in the 
frightful chorus. 

The gun of the Senator shook in his hand — Baraja com- 
mended hitf soul to all the saints in the Spanish calendai^^ 
Cuchillo clutched his carbine, as if he would crush it between- 
his fingers— while the chief himself coolly awaited the denoue- 
ment of the drama, ^ 
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CHAPTER XVL 

THE TIGXB HITNTEBS. 

Bt the light of the fire Don Estevan could be seen ^alk* 
iDg in the direction whence proceeded the cries of the 
jaguar that was approaching on the right. He appeared calm 
as if going out in search of a deer. Tiburcio, at the aspect 
of the Spanish chie^ felt within him that exultation of spirit 
which danger produces in certain energetic natures ; but his 
dagger was the only weapon he possesed. 

He cast a glance at the double-barrelled gun which 
the Senator held in his hand, and of which the latter was 
likely to make a use more fittal to lus companions than to the 
jaguar. 

On his part the Senator c&st an envious look upon the safe 
pontion which Tiburcio occupied — ^in t&e centre of the group 
fonned bj Benito and bis companions. Tiburcio read the 
meaning of this look. 

** Senor Senator," said he, ^ it is not proper that you should 
expose your life thus — a life valuable to the state. You have 
relatives — a noble &mily; as for me, if I should be killed, 
there is no one to care for me." 

*^The fact is," said the Senator, *^if others set upon my 
Efe one half the value I put upon it myself my death would 
eaase a great deal of unhappiness." 

*' Well, sefior, suppose we change places ? Tou give me 
your gun, and permit me to place my body in front of you as 
a rampart against the daws of the jaguars." 
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Tbis proposal was made at the moment when the Iwc 
cavernous voices of the ferocious beasts were heard loudly 
answeiing to one another. Under the impression produced 
by the terrible dialogue, Tiburcio's offer was hastily ao- 
cepted. The Senator took his place ; while the yoimg man, 
with sparkling eyes and firm step advanced several paces in 
the direction of the forest whence came the cries of the 
jaguar. There he halted to receive the attack that appeared 
inevitable. 

Don Estevan and he appeared motionless as a pair of 
statues. The unequal reflections of the fire gleamed upon 
these two men — whom chance had thus strangely united — 
neither of whom might yield to the other in pride or 
courage. 

The moment was becoming critical. The two jaguars were 
about to find enemies worthy of them. 

The fire now bunit down threw out only a pale light, 
scarce strong enough to illumine the gi-onp that stood near 
its edge.- 

At this moment an incident occurred which was likely to 
cause a change in the situation of affairs. In the midst of %n 
interval of silence — ^in which the very stillness itself increased 
the apprehension of the travellers — ^was heard the long lugu- 
brious whine of a prairie wolf. Melancholy as was this sound 
it was sweet in comparison with the cries of the more for- 
midable animals, the jaguars. 

" The prairie wolf to howl in the presence of the tiger f " 
muttered the ex-herdsman. " C^irramba ! there's something 
strange about that.'* 

" But I have heard it said," rejoined Tiburcio, " that it ia 
tbe habit of the prairie wolf to follow the jaguar when tb« 
latter is in search of prey ?" 

"That is true enough," replied Benito, "but the wolf never 
howls so near the tiger, till after the tiger has taken his prej 
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md is bnsy devoaring it. Then his howl is a humble prayer 
for the other to leave him something. 

"This is strange," continued the vaquero, as the prai« 
lie wolf was heard to utter another long whine. " Hark ! 
another ! — ^yes — another prairie wolf and on the opposite side 
tool'» 

In fact, another plaintive whine, exactly resembling the first, 
both in strength and cadence, was heard from a point directly 
oppo:dte. 

" I repeat it,- » said Benito, "prairie wolves would never 
dare to betray themselves thus. I am greatly mistaken if it 
be not creatures of a different species that make this howl- 
ing, and who don't care a straw for the jaguars." 
"What creatures?" demanded Tiburcio. 
" Human creatures I" answered the ex-herdsman. Ameri« 
oan hunters from the north." 
" Trappers do you mean ?" 

" Precisely. There are no people in these parts likely to 
be so fearless of the jaguar, and I am pretty sure that what 
appears to be the call of the prairie wolf, is nothing else than 
a signal uttered by a brace of trappers. They are in pursuit 
of the jaguars ; they have separated, and by these signals 
they acquaint one another of their whereabouts." 

Meanwhile the trappers, if such they were, appeared to 
advance with considerable precaution; for although the 
party by the fire listened attentively, not the slightest noise 
could be heard — ^neither the cracking of a branch, nor the 
rustling of a leaf." 

" Hilloa ! you by the fire there !" all at once broke out 
f om the midst of the darkness a loud rough voice, " we are 
approaching you. Don't be afraid ; and don't fire your guns 1" 
The voice had a foreign accent, which partly confirmed 
the truth of the vaquero's conjecture, and the appearance of 
tiie ipeakor himself proved it to a oertairty. 
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We shall not stay to describe the singular aspect of the 
new arrival — further than to say that he was a man of hei^ 
culean stature, and accoutred in the most bizarre fashion. 
He appeared a sort of giant aimed with a rifle — ^proportioned 
to his size — ^that is, haying a barrel of thick heavy metal 
nearly six feet in length. 

As he approached the group his sharp eye soon took in the 
different individuals that composed it ; and rested with a 
satisfied look on the form of Tiburcio. 

" The devil take that fire of yours !" he said abruptly, but 
in a tone of good-humor. " It has frightened away from us 
two of the most beautiful jaguars that ever roamed about 
these deserts." 

• "Frightened them away I" exclaimed Baraja. **(7ar- 
ramba I I hope that may be true I" 

" Will you allow me to put the fire out ?" inquired the 
new comer. 

" Put out the fire — our only safeguard !'• cried the asto* 
Dished Senator. 

"Your only safeguard!" repeated the trapper, equally 
astonished, as he pointed with his finger around him. 
" What I eight men wanting a fire for a safeguard against 
two poor tigers I you are surely making game of me I" 

" Who are you, sir ?" demanded Don Estevan, in a haughty 
tone. 

" A hunter — ^as you see." 

"Hunter, of what?" 

" My comrade and I trap thQ^^beaver, hunt the wolf^ the 
tigar — or an Indian, if need be." 

" Heaven has sent you then to deliver us from these fierce 
animals," said Cuchillo, showing himself in front. 

*• Not very likely," replied the trapper, whose first imprea- 
sion of the outlaw was evidently an unfiivourable one» 
^Heaven I &noy had 'nothing to do with it* My conu'ade 
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ind I at about two leagues from here chanced upon a pan^ 
iber and two jaguars, quarrelling oyer the body of a dead 
horse,'^ 

** He was mine,*' interrupted Tiburcio. 

" Tours, young man I" continued the trapper, in a tone of 
rude cordialitj. *^ Well, I am glad to see you here, for we 
thought that the owner of the horse might be no -longer 
among the living. The panther we killed, but tbe two 
jaguars made oS, and we tracked them hither to the spring, 
which your fire now hinders them from approaching. There- 
fore, if you wish to be rid of these beasts, the sooner you 
put out the fire the better ; and you will see how soon we 
shall disembarrass you of their presence." 

^ And your comrade ?" asked Don Estevan, struck with the 
idea of making a brace of valuable recruits. "Where is he ?'' 

** He'll be here presently ; but to the work, else we must 
leave you to get out of your scrape as you best can." 

There was a certain authority in the tone and words of the 
trapper — a cool assurance that produced conviction — ^aud 
«pon his drawing near to put out the fire, Don Estevan did 
not ofier to hinder him, but tacitly permitted him to have 
bis way. 

In a few seconds the burnt &gots were scattered about 
over the grass, and the cinders quenched by a few buckets 
of water drawn from the trough. This done the trapper 
ottered an imitation of the voice of the coyote / and before 
its echoes had died away, his companion stepped forward 
upon the ground. 

Although the second trapper was by no means a man of 
low stature, alongside his companion he appeared only a 
pigmy. He was not less strangely accoutred, but in the 
sbeence of the fire-light his costume wto not sufficiently yisi« 
Ue lor its style to be distinguished. Of him and his dresf 
ws shall hereafter speak more particularly. 
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" At last your devUish fire is out," said he, as he came up 
" for the want of wood, no doubt, which none of you dared 
to go fetch." 

"No, that is not the reason," hastily replied the firal 
trapper ; " I got leave from these gentlemen to put it out — 
BO that we may have an opportunity to rid them of the pr©- 
ence of the tigers." 

*'HumI murmured the Senator'; "I fear we have done 
wrong in letting the fire be put out. Suppose you miss 
them ?" 

" MLss them ! Por Dios ! how ?" cried the second trapper, 
Caspita I If I had not been afraid to frighten off one of the 
beasts, I could have killed the other long ago. Several 
times I had him at the muzzle of my carbine, when the signal 
of my comrade hindered me from firing. Miss them 
indeed I" 

** Never mind !" interrupted the great trapper ; " we shall 
end the matter, I have no doubt, by convincing this gentle- 
man." 

"You already knew, then, that we were here?^ said 
Baraja, 

" Of course. We have been two hours involuntarily play- 
ing the spy upon you. Ah ! I know a part of the country 
where travellers that take no more precautions than you, 
would soon find their heads stripped of the skin. But come, 
Dormilon I to our work I" 

" What if the jaguara come our way ?" suggested the 
Senator, apprehensively. 

" No fear of that," replied the trapper. "Their first care 
will be to satisfy their thirst, which your fire has hindered 
them from doing. You will hear them howling with joy, as 
soon as they perceive that the fire is gone out. It was t' e 
light shining upon the water that frightened them more tl n 
thf^ presence of men. All they want now is to get a drip^ ** 
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**Bnt how do you intend to act ?" inquired Don Estevfin. 

"How do wc intend to act?" repeated the second trap- 
per. " That is simple enongh. We shall place ourselves in 
the cistern — the jaguars will come forward to its brink ; and 
then, if we are only favoured by a blink of the moon, I'll 
answer for it that in the twinkling of an eye the brutes will 
neither feel hunger nor thirst." 

" Ah, this appears very simple I** cried Cuchillo, who waa 
m reality astonished at the simplicity of the plan. 

"Simple as bidding *good bye' to you," humorously 
responded one of the trappers. " Listen there I — what did I 
'tell you?" 

Two loud roars, as if from a brazen trumpet, were heard 
at the moment. They appeared to proceed from the same 
point, proving that the jaguars had Joined company ; and 
moreover, proclaimed the joy which the fierce creatures felt 
at the darkness being restored. This was further evident 
from their repeated sniffing of the air, like horses who afar 
off scent with delight the fresh emanations of the water. 

At this the two trappers, leaving the party by the fire, 
betook themselves to the cistern. The moon for a moment 
shining out, glanced upon the barrels of their long rifles ; but 
the next moment they had disappeared behind the ridge that 
surrounded the spring. ! 

No doubt it is a grand pleasure to witness the spectacle of 
a bnll-fight, as the huge bull dashes into the ring, and, pierced 
by the tormenting handriUcfros^ with a crest erect, and eye 
flashing fire, bounds over the arena. But, if the spectators 
▼ere not separated from the actors by an impassable bariier, 
the sight would have in it less of enjoyment than of tefror. 
The combats between men and tigers— which the Romans 
osod to enjoy — ^must have been a still more exciting specta* ' 
de ; but who can doubt that, if the iron railing which sepa^ 
Med the audience from the combatants had been removed, 
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scarce one of the former would have remained in the droM * 
to witness the sanguinary struggle ? 

Only a short space — ^not wider than a jaguar could have 
passed over in a single leap — here separated the spectator! 
from the actors in the drama ahout to he enacted. Suppos- 
ing, then, that one of the actors should ML in perfonning his 
part, and the s{)ectators have to take his place ? Here was 
a situation, exceptional, and fertile in emotions, which most 
^ of the travellers felt keenly at the moment. 

Meanwhile the trappers had descended into the little 
crater-like valley of the spring, and there placed themaelvef 
in readiness, rifle in hand, to await the approach of their ter- 
rible adversaries. They were both upon their knees, back 
to back, in order that they could keep at the same time 
under view the whole circumference of the eircle. Both had 
placed their knives in readiness, in case that, by any chance, 
they should either miss their aim, or — what would be almost 
as unlucky— only wound the enemy; for they well knew 
that a wounded jaguar is a more dangerous adversary 
than one that escapes altogether from tiie touch of the 
bullet. , 

Fortunately the moon had again appeared ; but being yet ^ 
low down in the sky, her beams were not thrown into the 
bottom of the valley — and therefore the trappers themselves 
were still under the shadow. This circumstance was in their 
fiivour. 

Notwithstanding the perilous portion in which they had 
thus voluntarily placed themselves, neither made the slight* 
est movement ; and the long barrels of their rifles stood 
forth in front of them, as motionless as bronze cannon set in 
battery. 

They well knew, in case either should miss with their fire, 
arms, that a tiind-to-hand struggle with the ferocious tigerv 
would be the result ; a combat of knives and claws — ^a oombat 
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10 the death. Yes ; at the bottom of that little valley ^ 
woald be necessary for them to conquer or die. They kne^ 
this without exhibiting the slightest show of fear. * 



CHAPTER XVn. 

UKKXPECrrED BECOGNmONS. 

It was not long before the spectators, who awaited thii 
terrible conflict, perceived the jaguars advancing toward the 
crest of the ridge. All at once, however, the two made an 
abrupt pause, uttering a loud roar that seemed to express 
disappointment. They had just scented the presence of the 
two men within the cisteiy — ^firom which the animals were 
now only a few paces distant. 

For a moment both male and female stood together, 
stretching their bodies out to their full length, and lashing 
their flanks with their long sinewy tails. Then, uttering 
auother prolonged roar, they bounded simultaneously for- 
ward, passing, at a single leap, over a space of full twenty 
feet A second spring brought them upon the crest of the 
ridge, upon whiclvHhey had scarce rested an instant, before 
the quick sharp crack of a rifle, followed by a yell of agony, 
told that one of them had ^Uen to the hunter's bullet. 

The second jaguar appeared for the moment to have- 
escaped, but not to have retreated. He was seen to launch 
limself into the bottom of the little valley ; and then was 
lieard a confusion of noises — ^human voices mingling with the 
lowls of the fierce brute ; and the^sound of a struggle, as if 
Jaguar and huntei-s were' rolling over one another. A second . 
risport now struck upon the ear, followed as before by th€ 
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expiring yell of the tiger, and then succeeded a profound 
rdlence, wliich told that the wild scene was at an end. 

The great trapper was now perceived scrambling up tc 
the ridge — towards which the whole of the travellers had 
advanced to meet him. 

" See I" he said, addressing himself to -his admiring audi- 
tory, " see what a brace of Kentucky rifles and a good knife 
can do in the hands of those who know how to manage 
them V* 

The darkness, however, hindemd the spectators from 
making out the tableau which was exhibited at the bottoca 
of the little valley. 

A few^ minutes . afterwards the moon lighted up the scene, 
and then coulA be observed the dead bodies of the two 
tigers, stretched along the groimd by the water's edge, 
while the other trapper upon his knees was engaged in 
bathing with cold water a long scar, which he had received 
from the claws of the last killed jaguar, and which extended 
from behind his ear nearly down to his waist. Fortunately 
this ugly looking wound was no more than skin deep, aad 
therefore not very dangerous. 

"What signify the sharpest claws compared with the 
scratch of a knife I" cried he, pointing to the nearest of the 
jaguars, whose upturned belly exhibited a huge cut of more 
than a foot in length, and through which the entrails of the 
animal protruded. 

" Can any of you tell us," coQtinued he, without thinkin g 
further about his wound, "if there is a hacienda in this 
neighbourhood where one might sell these two beautiful 
jaguar skins, as well as the hide of a panther we've got ?" 

" Certainly," replied Benito, " there is the Hacienda del 
Venado, where wo are going. There you may get not only 
five dollars apiece for the skins, but also the bounty of tea 
dollars more." 
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•* What say yon, Canadian ?" inqnu*ed the trapper, address* 
ing his great comrade. " Will that do ?" 

" Certainly,** replied the Canadian, " forty-five dollars i^ 
not to be sneezed at ; and when we have had a short nap, 
we shall make tracks for the hacienda. We shall be likely 
to get there before these gentlemen, whose horses have 
taken a fimcy to have a bit of a gallop, and I guess it will b€ 
0ome time before they lay hands on them again.*' 

** Don't be nneasy about us I** rejoined the ex-herdsman. 
. •* It's not the first time I've seen a horse drove stampedoed, 
nor the first time I've collected them again. I've not quite 
forgotten my old business, and as soon as it is daylight, with 
the permission of the Seiior Don Estevan, I shall go in search 
of them." 

No one made any opposition to the rekindling of the fire ; 
lor the night had grown cooler, and it wsis not yet midnight. 
The dome6tio0,no longer afraid of going out into tlie woods, 
collected fresh fagots — enough to last till morning — and 
the preparations for supper, which had been internipted by 
the approach of the jaguars, were now continued w^ith 
renewed zeal. 

The blaze soon fiared up bright and joyous as ever — the 
broiling mutton sent forth its delicious odour, sharpening 
to a keen edge the appetites o£ the travellei-s as they stood 
aronnd the fire. 

Don Estevan and the Senator now called before them the 
two intrepid hunters, who had rendered them a service that 
folly deserved their thanks. 

•* Come hither, brave hunters 1" said the Senator, " you, 
whose daring behaviour has been of such service to us. A 
•Boe of roast mutton and a cup of Catalonian wine will not 
be oat of place, after the rude struggle you have sustained." 

**XJgh I" said the eldest of the trappers, in presenting hii 
atUetio form in front of the fire, ^ throwing a couple of poor 
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tigers 18 no great feat. If it had been an affair of a dozen 
Comanches, or Pawnees, that would have been different 
Howsomever, a chunk of roast mutton w welcome after a 
fight, as well as before one, and we're ready for it with your 
permission. Come along, comrade! Here's some chawing 
for you 1" 

"And you, young man," continued Don Esteran, addren- 
ing himself to Tiburcio, who stood at some distance ap«rt, 
" you will also partake of our hospitality ?" 

Tiburcio by a sign accepted the invitation, and approached 
the fire. For the first time his countenance came &irly 
under the light ; and as it did so, the eyes of the Spaniard 
seemed to devour him with their regard. In truth the 
physiognomy of Tiburcio Arellanos was of no ordinary 
character, and would have merited observation from one 
less interested in examining it than was Don Estevan 
Arechiza. 

An aquiline nose, black eyes with thir^k dark eyebrows 
and long lashes, *and olive complexion — that appeared almost 
white in contrast with the jetty blackness of his beard — ^but 
above all, the extreme contraction of a thin upper lip, indi- 
cated the countenance of a man of quick resolves and fiery 
passigns. A shade of tranquil melancholy over these fea- 
tures, to some extent tempei^d their half-fierce expression. 

The hair was of a chestnut brown colour, and hung in 
luxuriant curls over a forehead large and of noble outline. 
Broad shoulders, and well-developed limbs, denoted a man 
of European vigour, whose personal strength would be 
equal, if occasion required it, to the execution of those pas- 
sionate designs nourished under the tropical skiev of Spanish 
America. 

Tiburcio Arellanos was in truth the type of a noble and 
ancient race, transplanted into a country still less than half 
oivilised. 
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•The very form and bearing of Don Jnan de Mediana!'* 
■mttered Don Estevan to himself; more than half convinced 
that the young man before his eyes was the' son of him 
whose name he had pronounced. No one could have read 
bis suspicions, hidden under the mask of perfect calmness. 

There was one other man in that group who was struck 
by the aspect of Tiburcio. This was the big trapper, who on 
first sight of the young man's &ce under the light of the fire, 
started and closed his eyes, as if lightning had flashed before 
them. He was about to rush forward, when a second look 
seemed to convince him he had made a mistake ; and smiling 
at hia having done so, he kept his place. His eyes then wan* 
dered around the group of faces that encircled the fire, with 
that scrutinizing glance, that showed a capacity for reading 
the characters of men in their looks. 

Having finished this scrutiny, he called out to his compan* 
ion, who had not yet got forward : — 

"Come along, partner; or people will say you are ashamed 
to show yourself. Prove to these gentlemen, that yon know 
how to enjoy life like other folk." ' 

**0h certainly — I am coming — all right, comrade.** 

And the next moment the younger trapper made his 
appearance within the circle of light. 

An oddJpoking object he appeared, with his huge fur cap 
upon his head, drawn down in front, so as to cover his eyes, 
and an old striped cotton handkerchief &stened over his face 
and throat, in such a manner as to conceal the scar made by 
the claws of the tiger. With the cap and kei chief, the 
greater portion of his countenance was masked, leaving visi« 
ble only his mouth, with a double row of grand teeth, that 
promised to perform their part upon the roast mutton. 

Having reached the fire, he sat down with his back to it 
*-fo that his half masked &ce was still further concealed io 
■hadow— and being supplied, as weU as his comrade, with 
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a large cnt from the joint, he at once set about satisfying Um 
appetite of hunger. 

" Are there nianv men of your size and strength where 
you come from ?" inquired the Senator, addressing huiiself 
to the largest of the two hunters, 

** In Canada," answered the latter, " I should not be 
remarked among others ; ask my comrade there I" 

" lie speaks true," grumbled the other. 

"But you are not both from the same country?*' said 
Tragaduros. 

" No — my comrade is a native of—-" 

" Of New York State," hastily interposed the younger of 
the two trappers — a reply which astonished the Canadian, 
but which he refrained from contradicting. 

" And what is your calling ?" continued the Senator, inter- 
rogatively. 

" Coureura des hoU^^^ wood-rangers, answered the Cana- 
dian. "That is to say, we pass our time in ranging the 
woods, with no other object than to avoid being shut up in 
towns. AlasIJt is a profession likely soon to come to an 
end ; and when we two are gone, the race of wood-rangers 
will run out in America, since neither of us has any sons 
to can-y on the business of their father." 

There was a tone of melancholy in the last words of the 
trappei''s speech that contrasted strangely with his rude 
manner : something that seemed to evince a certain degree 
of regret. Don Estevan, noticing this, now entered into the 
conversation. 

" I fear it is a poor business you follow, my brave fellows I 
But if you feel inclined to leave it off for awhile, and take 
a part jn an expedition that we are about to set on foot, I can 
promise to fill your caps with gold dust. What say you ?" 

"No!" br'isquely responded the younger of the trap- 
pers. 
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^ Each to bis own business," added the Canadian. *' We 
are not gold-seekers. We love to range freely where we 
please, without leader, and without being controlled b*' any- 
one — ^in a word, free as the sun or the prairie breeze." 

These answers were given in a tone so fiim and peremp- 
tory that the Spaniard saw it would be of no use combating 
a resolution which was evidently not to be shaken, and 
therefore he declined to make any further offers. 

Sapper was soon over, and each of the travellers set about 
making himself as comfortable as possible for the remainder 
of the night. 

In a short time, all, with the exception of Tiburcio, were 
asleep. But Tiburcio was yet a mere youth, an orphan, who 
had lately lost a mother for whom he had a profound afico- 
tion — ^and above all, Tiburcio was in love — three reasons why 
he could not sleep. A deep sadness had possession of his 
spirits. He felt himself in an exceptional situation — ^his past 
was equally mysterious with his future. 

**0h, my mother! my mother I" murmured he, despair- 
ingly, to hmisel^ " why did you not tell me who I am I" 

And as he said this he appeared to listen — as if the breeze, 
nghiag through the leaves, would give a response to his 
interrogation. Little thought he at the moment that one of 
those men, lying near him under the light of the moon, could 
have given the desired answer — could have told him the 
name which he ought t6 hear. 

Kevertheless, on her death^bed, the widow of . Marcos 
Arellanos had revealed to him a secret — ^perhaps almost as 
interesting as that of his birth and parentage. 

The secret of the Golden Valley, which had been made 
known to Tiburcio, had opened his eyes to a world of pleas- 
ant dreams. A prospect which hitherto had appeared to him 
only as a chimerical vision, was now viewed by him in the 
light of a reality. A gulf that before seemed impassable, 

a 
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was now bridged over as if by the hand of some powerfbl 
fairy. 

Gold can work such miracles. Had he not in prospect the 
possession of a rich placer? Would not that enable him to 
overcome all obstacles both of the past and the future f 
Slight he not, by the puissance of gold, discover who were 
his real parents ? and by the same means, might he not real- 
ize that sweeter dream that had now for two years held 
possession of his heart ? 

As he lay upon the groimd, kept awake by these hopeful 
reflections, a vision was passing before his mind's eye. It 
was a scene in which were many figures. A gentleman of 
rich apparel — a young girl his daughter — a train of servants 
all affrighted and in confusion. They have lost their way in 
the middle of the forest, and are unable to extricate them- 
selves from the labyrinth of llianas and thickets that surround 
them. A guide appears in the presence of a young hunter, 
who engages to conduct them to the place whither they 
wish to go. That guide is Tiburcio himself, who in his reverie 
— as in the real scene that occurred just two yeai's before — 
scarce observes either the gentleman in rich apparel nor the 
attendants that surround him; but only remembers the 
beautiful dark eyes and raven hair of the young girl. Tibur- 
cio reassures them of safety, guides them during a journey of 
two days — ^two days that appeared to him to pass only too 
rapidly. 

In his waking dream one .scene is forcibly recalled. He 
remembers a night halt in the woods. All were asleep 
around him— the attendants upon the grass — ^the rich g-^n- 
tlcman upon his cloak, and the young girl upon the skin f 
a jaguar which the guide himself had supplied. He ale lO 
remained awake. The moon was shining upon all; an( a 
delicious perfume from the blossoms of the sweet sassaf if 
trees that grew near, was wafled toward them upon the g v 
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de breeze. The bine heayen above appeared in perfect bar- 
monj with the tranquil scene below. The guide/ ^ith 
admiring eyes, looked upon that lovely virgin form and lis> 
teued to the soft breathing of that innocent bosom. To him 
it was a moment of delicious anguish. * * * * 

Then the vision changed — the young girl at length reached 
ber home, and entered the grand dwelling of her father. 
There the guide remained a whole week a welcome guest- 
drank with love yet not daring to raise his eyes to the 
object of his passion. 

.Afterwards, too, at the festivals of the neighbouring vil- 
lages, a hondred times had he gazed upon her ; but what of 
that? he was only a poor gambusino ; and she the daughtei 
of the richest proprietor in the province 1 

But now — ^with the secret of the Qolden Valley — ^Tiburcio 
suddenly saw himself powerful and rich ; hope had sprung up 
within his bosom ; and amidst the reverie occasioned by 
these delightful thoughts, he at last fell asleep. 

It is scaroe necessary to add that the young girl who 
recalled these sweet souvenirs, and who was now mingling 
in his dreams, was the daughter of Don Augustin Peiia, the 
proprietor of the H^icicnda del Venado. 

At daybreak the sleepers were awakened by the ringing 
of a bell, and the clatter of hoofs. It was the cavallada 
returning to camp, under the charge of Benito, who had 
thus kept his promise. The travellers were soon upon their 
bet, but it was soon perceived that the two trappei*s were 
not amongst them. These had gone away without any one 
ks ing observed their departure I 

he horses being saddled and bridled, and the mules 
|M ^ed, the cavalcade continued its journey towards the 
hi ienda — ^Don Estevan and the Senator, as before, riding in 
fi tt. 

was after sunset before the walls of the hacienda wera 
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descried in the distance, already assnining a sombre hin 
ander the fast increasing obscurity of the twilight. But 
thiough the wide forest tract which surrounded the haci- 
enda, a well-defined road led in the direction of the dwelling, 
which the travellers could follow even in the darkest night ; 
and upon this road the cavalcade was now seen to enter. 

A few minutes before they had passed into the forest from 
the open plain, two men were seen standing near the edge of 
a thicket, by which they were hidden from the view of the 
travellers. These men might have been easily recognized 
by their long rifles as strangers to that part of the country ; 
they were, in ^ct, the two trappers, the Canadian and his 
comrade, who had that morning so abruptly taken leave of 
the camp. 

" You must have been deceived by some accidental resem- 
blance," said the Canadian to his companion. 

" No," replied the latter ; " I am sure it is he. Twenty 
years have not made much change either in his &ce or figure. 
His voice is just the same as it was when I was the coast- 
guard, Pepe the Sleeper. My eyes and eai-s are as good as 
they were then, and I assure you, Bois-Kose, that he's the 
very man." 

" Strange enough," answered Bois-Rose (for the great 
Canadian trapper was no other than Bois-Rose himself). 
" After all, one is more likely to meet an enemy he is in 
search of than a friend. It may be the same." 

"As he finished this speech, the Canadian, leaning upon 
liis long rifle, stood looking after the cavalcade, which was 
just disappearing into the forest road that led to the haci« 
enda. 

After remaining a few minutes in this position, the two 
trappers turned back again into the forest, and soon disap 
f^tfed under the shadows of the trees. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

THB HACIENDA DEL YSNADO. 

Tub Hacienda del Venado — ^like all buildings of this kind 
Btoated upon the Indian frontier, and of course exposed to 
the attacks of the savages — was a species of citadel, aa well 
as a country dwelling-house. Built with sun-dried bncks and 
hewn stone, crowned by a crenelled pai-apet, and defended 
by huge, massive doors, it could have sustained a siege 
from an enemy more expert in strategy than the tribe of 
Apaches who were its neighbours. 

At one comer stood a tower of moderate height, which 
crowned the chapel belonging to the hacienda, serving for 
the great clock as well as for a belfry. In case the principal 
part of the building should be forced, this tower would 
answer for an asylum almost impregnable. 

Finally, a strong stockade, composed of trunks of the jt>al- 
mettOy completely encircled the building; within which 
enclosure were the quarters destined for the domestics of the 
liacienda — as also for the herdsmen, and such ordinary guests 
M from time to time came to seek a passing hospitality. Out- 
nde tins privileged enclosure was a group of from twenty to 
tMrty huts, composing a species of little village. These 
were inhabited by the day-labourers (peons) and their fami- 
lies attached to the hacienda — who, in case of danger, would 
escape within the enclosure for safety and protection. 

Sach was the Hacienda del Venado. The proprictoi, 
Dim Augustin Pena, was a man of great opulence. In addi- 
tion to a rich gold mine which he worked, at no gieat di» 
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tance off, he was the owner of countless herds of horseSi 
mules, and cattle, that in a half wild state roamed over the 
vast savannahs and forests that constituted the twentjr 
leagues of land belonging to the hacienda. Such a vast tract 
of territor J belonging to one man is by no means a rare thing 
in northern Mexico. 

At this time Don Augustm was a widower, and his family 
consisted of only one daughter — ^the young girl already 
Introduced to the reader. Considering the immense heritage 
that the Dona Rosario— or, as she was more gracefully called, 
Rosarita — was Jikely to bring to whoever should become her 
husband, it was natural that an alliance \idth Don Augustin 
should be the object of many an ambition ; in &ct her beauty 
without the grand fortune — ^which, at her father's death, she 
was to become mistress of— would of itself have been enough 
to have challenged a crowd of pretenders to her hand. 

The Andalusian type has lost nothing in the northern 
provinces of Mexico. Its purity of outline is there associated 
with freshness of colour, and this happy mixture of graoea 
was exhibited in the- beautiful countenance of Rosarita. We 
have desciibed her with black eyes and hair of raven hne ; 
but hers was a beauty that words can but fjuntly portray, 
and about which all description would be superfluous. 

And this lovely creature bloomed in the very midst of the 
desert, like the flower of the cactus which blossoms and fades 
under the eye of God alone. 

The immense plain in the fnidst of which stood the 
Hacienda del Yenado, presented a double aspect. In front 
of the house only did the ground show any traces of cultiva* 
tion. On that side fields of Indian com and vast olive plant- 
ations denoted the presence and skilful labour of man. 

Behind the hiicicnda — nt some hundred paces distance 
from the stockade — ^the clearing ended, and thence extended 
the virgin forest in all its sombre and primitive majesty. 
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The cultivated ground was intersected by a considerablo 
stream of water. During the dry season it ran gently and 
silently along, but in the season of rain it would suddenly 
change into an impetuous torrent that inundated the whole 
plain, bearing huge rocks along in its current, and every 
year widening'its channel. 

Peiiiaps the most powerful of Arab . chie&, the richest 
patriarch of ancient times, never counted such superb and 
nnmerons herds as roamed over the pasturage of the Hacienda 
del VjBnado. 

About an hour before sunset — on that same day on which 
the travellers departed from La Poza — ^two men, one on 
horseback, the other mounted on a mule, were seen travers- 
ing the plain in the direction of the hacienda. Both horse 
and mule were each a splendid specimen of his kind — ^the 
horse with fiery eye, broad chest, and curving, swan-like 
neck, was scarce more, to be admired than the mule, that 
with fine, delicate limbs, rounded fla/iks, and shining coat, 
walked side by side with him. 

Thb horseman was the master of the hacienda, Don Angus- 
tin Pena. His costume consisted of a hat of Guayaquil grass, 
a shirt of the finest cambric, an embroidered vest, and silk 
velvet pantaloons fastened down the sides with large buttons 
of gold. 

His companion, the rider of the mule, was the chaplain of 
the hacienda, a reverend Franciscan monk in a sort of half- 
eonvent costume. This consisted of ai7 ample blue frock 
confined around the waist witb a thick cord of silk, the tas- 
sels of which hung down below his knees. Beneath this 
appeared a pair of large riding^boots heavily spurred. Upoii 
his head a grey beaver somewhat jauntily set, gave .to the 
Franciscan an appearance rather soldier-like than monastic. 

The haciendado appeared to be regarding with a look of 
Vride his rich possessions — extending beyond view on ever| 
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ride of him — as if he was reflecting how mnch this kind cf 
wealth was superior to golden ingots shat idlj in a chest; 
while the monk seemed to be absorbed in some profound 
reverie. 

" By St. Julian ! the patron saint of travellers 1" said Don 
Augustin, breaking silence, "you have been more than 
twenty-four hours absent 1 I was afraid, reverend father, 
that some jaguar had swallowed both you and your mule/* 

"Man proposes, and God disposes," repliied the monk. 
" When I took my departure from the hacienda, I 4jd not 
expect to be gone more than a few hours — giving Christian 
burial to poor Joaquin, that had been killed by one of the 
bulls — ^but just as I had blessed the earth where they had 
buried him, a young man came galloping up like a thunder- 
bolt, both himself and horse all of a sweat, to beg that I 
would go along with him and confess his mother who was 
upon her death-bed. Only ten leagues he said it was, and I 
should have been glad for a pretext to get off from such a 
difficult turn of duty ; but at the earnest entreaty of the 
youijg fellow, and knowing who he was, I could not refuse 
him. Who do you think he was?" 

" How should I know ?" replied the haciendado. 

"Tiburcio, the adopted son of the famous gamburinc, 
Marcos Arellanos." 

"Howl his mother dead I I am sorry. He is a bravo 
youth, and I have not forgotten the service he once did me. 
But for him we should all have been dead of thirst, my 
daughter, my people, and myself. If he is left without 
resources, I hope you have said to him that he will find' a 
welcome at the Hacienda del Venado." 

" No — ^I have not," replied the monk. 

"And why?" 

"Because this young fellow is desperately in love y i 
your daughter: it is my duty to toll you so." 
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''What signifies that, so long as mj daughter does not 
lOTd him ?'' replied Don Angoatin. '^ And if she did, where 
would she find a man possessing higher physical or mora] 
qualities than this same Tibarcio ? I never dreamt of having* 
for my son-in-law any other than an intelligent man, brave 
enough to defend the frontier against these hordes of savage 
Indians, and just such a man is young Arellanos. But in 
truth I forget myself I have this day designed for Kosarila 
a husband of a more exalted station." 

^' And it may be that you have done wrong," rejoined the 
monk, in a serious tone; ''from what I suspect — ^in fact, 
what I may say I know — ^this Tiburcio might make a more 
valuable son-in-law than you imagine." 

''It's too late then," said Don Augustin. "I have given 
my wordy and I cannot retract it." 

"It is jost about this matter I wish tQ speak to you, if you 
have time to hear me." 

At this mom^t the two horsemen having passed the 
stockade, had arrived at the foot of the stone stairway-^ 
which led up to the portico, and thence into the grand sala 
of the hacienda — and while dismounting, their dialogue was 
mterrupted. 

This sola was a large room, which, according to the prao- 

tioe in hot oonntries, was so arranged as to be continually 

kept cool by a current of air passing lengthwise through its 

whole extent. Fine Chinese mats covered the floor, while 

richly painted window-blinds prevented the rays of the sun 

from entering the apartmen^. The walls, whitened with 

ptncco, were adorned with rare illuminated paintings set in 

gold frames, some leathern chairs called butaccui^ several 

side tables — upon one of which stood a silver brazero filled 

with red cinders of charcoal— these, with a fatUeuil or two, 

and a mahogany couch of Anglo-American manufacture, oom 

pletod the furniture of the apartment. 

6* 
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Upon a table of polished balsam-wood stood several porona 
jars containing water ; beside them, on a large silver waates, 
were confections of several kinds ; while heaped upon other 
dishes, also of solid silver! were fruits both of the tropic and 
temperate dimes — oranges, gi^anadillas, limes, and pitayas, 
here brought together to tempt the appetite or assuage the 
thirst. 

The appearance of these preparations denoted that Doa 
Augnstin expected company. As 86on as they had entered 
within the sala, the monk, observing the well garnished 
tables, inquired if such was the oas^^^^. 

** Yes," answered the haciendado, " Don Estevan de Are* 
chiza has sent me word that he will arrive this evening with 
a somewhat numerous train, and I have taken measures to 
entertain a guest of such importance. But you say you wish 
to speak to me about some business — what is it Friar Jos6 
Maria?" 

The two now sat down, each choosiflg an esey, t^hair, and 
while Don Augnstin was lighting a cigar the monk com- 
menced speaking as follows : 

. ^ I found the old woman seated upon a bank outside the 
door of her hut, whither she had dragged herself to look 
out for my anival. * Bless you, good Either V said she, * you 
have arrived in time to receive my l^ confession. Bat 
while you rest a little, I wish you to listen to what I am 
going to say to him whom I have always treated as my own 
child, and to whom I intend to leave a legacy of ren- 
geance.' " 

" What I holy &ther !" intencnpted Don Augnstin, " surely 
you did not permit this infraction of God's law, who says, 
vengeance bdongs only to him /" 

" Why not ?" replied the monk. " In these deserts, where 
neither laws nor tribunals eiriat, every man mnst be his owv 
avenger." 
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Witb this strange apologj for his condact, the monk con- 
CA«iied: 

^ I aat down and listened to what she had to saj to this 
adopted son. It was this : — ^ Yoni* father was not killed by 
the Indians, as we were led to belieye. It was his com* 
panion who murdered hira^ — for the purpose of being the sole 
possessor of a secret, which I shall presently disclose — ^but to 
you only, Marcos.' 

^* ^6od alone knows wjio this man was,' said Tiburcio, * he 
alone knows him.' 

** * He only !' cried the dying woman, with an air of dis- 
dain. * Is this the language of a man ? When the Indians 
come to steal his cattle from the yaquero, does he sit still 
and say : God only can prevent them 1 No ! — with his eye 
l»ent, and his hand ready, he follows upon their traces, till he 
has recovered his herds, or perished in the attempt. Go you 
and do as the vaquero ! Track out the assassin of your 
fittber. That is the last wish of her who nourished you, and 
haa never &iled in her affection.' 

^ * I shall obey you, my mother,' answered the young man, 
in a firm voice. 

^ * Listen, then, what I haye got to say I' continued the 
widow. ^The murder of Arellanos is no longer a supposi* 
tion, but a reality. I have it from a herdsman who came 
from the country beyond Tubac. Some days before, he had 
met two travellers. One was your &ther Marcos ; the other 
I a stranger to him. The herdsman was travelling on the 
\ route, and followed them' at some distance behind. At 
s place' where certain signs showed that the two travellei^s 
had made their bivouac, the herdsman had found the traces 
of a terrible struggle. The gi*ass was bent down, and satu* 
rated with blood. There were tracks of blood leading to a 
precipice that hung over a stream of water ,- and most likely 
oyer ibis the wotim was precipitated. This victim must 
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have been Marcos ; for the herdsman was able to follow tlta 
trail of the murderer hj the tracks of his horse ; and a littl« 
further on he noticed where the horse had stumbled on the 
lefl fore leg. The assassin himself must have been wounded 
in the struggle, for the herdsman could tell by his troclcB 
leading to the precipice, that he had limped on one leg.' '* 

Don Augustin listened with attention to this account — 
proving the wonderful sagacity of his countrymen, of whicb 
he had almost every day some new proo£ The monk went 
on with his narration. 

"'Swear then, Tibnrcio, to avenge your father 1» con- 
tinued the dying woman. — * 3wear it, and I promise to make 
you as rich as the proudest in the land ; rich enough to bend, 
to your wishes the most powerful — even the daughter of 
Augustin Peiia, for whom your passion has not escaped me,« 
This day you may aspire to her hand without being deemed 
foolish; for I tell you, you are as rich as her own Either. 
Swear then, to pursue to the death the murderer of Arel- 
lanos ?' 

" ' I swear it,' rejoined Tibnrcio, with a solemn gesture. 

" Upon this, the dying woman placed in the hands of the 
young man a piece of paper — upon which Arellanos, before 
leaving his home for the last time, had traced the route of hia 
intended journey. 

. " ' With the treasure which that paper will enable «you to 
find,' continued the dying woman, * you will have gold 
enough to corrupt the daughter of a viceroy, if you wish it. 
Meanwhile, my child, leave me for a while to confess to this 
holy man : a son should not always hear the confession of bis 
mother.' " 

The monk, in a few more words, related the closing seen 
of the widow's death, and then finished by saying : — 

" Now, Den Augustin — ^you perceive ray reason for sa; 
ing that this young fellow, whatever may be his &mily, 
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ftot tlie less likely to make a good match for the Dona Rosfr 
rita." 

" I agree with you," responded the haciendado ; " but, as 
I have said to you, my word is given to Don Estevan dc Are- 
chiza," 

** What I" exclaimed the monk, " this Spaniard to be your 
f on-in-law !" 

Don Augustin smiled mysteriously as he replied : — 

^He! no, good Fray Jos6, not he, but another. Don 
Estevan does not wish this alliance." 

"Caspita!" exclaimed the monk. "Does he think it 
beneath him?" 

*^It may be he has the right to think so," added Don 
Augustin, again smiling mysteriously. 

^ But who is this man ?" inquired the monk, with an air oi 
surprise. 

Just as Don Augustin was about to reply, a servant 
entered the sola. 

*' Senor Don Augustin," said the servant, " there are two 
travellers at the gate, who beg of you to give them a night's 
lodging. One of them says that he is known to you." 

**Bjd them welcome I" replied the haciendado, "and let 
them enter. Whether they are known to me or not, two 
guests more or less will be nothing here." 

A few seconds after, the two travellers had advanced to 
the foot of the stone stairway," where they stood awsdtlng 
the presence of the master of .the house. 

One of them was a man of about thirty years of age — 
whose open countenance and high forehead denoted cour< 
s;e, combined with intelligence. His figure presented aft 
appearance of strength and Adgorous activity, and he was 
somewhat elegantly dressed — ^though without any signs of 
foj^ry. 

** Ah ! IS it yon, Pedrc Diaz?" cried Don Augustin, recog 



1S4 THB WOOD-BANQXB8. 

niziiig Iiirii. ** Are there any Indians to be exterminatoili 
simje I find you coming into these solitudes of ours ?" 

Pedro Diaz was, in truth, known as the most celebrated 
hat^r and himter of Indians in the whole province — ^hence 
the strange salutation with which Don Augustin received 
him. 

" Before answering you, Sefior Don Augustin, permit me 
to introduce to you the king of gamhusino9 and prince ot 
musicians, the Senor Don Diego Oroche, who scents a placer 
of gold as a hound would a deer, and who plays upon the 
mandolin as only he can play. 

The individual presented under the name of Oroche, 
solemnly saluted the haciendado. 

It must have been a long time since the prince of gambu* 
Binos had found an opportunity to exercise the subtle talent 
of which his companion spoke— or else the cards had been of 
late unlucky — ^for his outward man presented an appearance 
that was scarcely more than comfortable. 

In reaching his hand to Jiis hat, it was not necessary for 
him to disarrange the folds of his closik. It only required 
that he should choose one of the numerous renta that 
appeared in this garment, to pass through it his long-clawed 
fingers — whose length and thinness denoted him a player on 
the mandolin. In reality, he carried one of these instru- 
ments slimg over hb shoulders. 

Don Augustin inyited both Diaz and his singular com*' 
panion to enter. When they were seated in the saloon, 
Diaz began the conversation. 

"We have heard," said he, "of an expedition being got 
np at Arispe to proceed to Apacheria ; and this gentlemaij 
and I are on our way to take part in it. Your hacienda. 
Senor Don Augustin, chanced to lie in our way, and we havf 
entered to ask your permission to lodge h.ere for the tight 
By daybreak we shall continue our route for Arisre.'' 
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•* Yoa will not have to go so fer," replied Dor Angnstin, 
with a smile. ^The expedition is already on foot, and I 
expect the leader of it here this verj night. He will be glad 
of your services, I guarantee yon, and it will save you seve- 
ral days' journey," 

** A miracle in our &vor I'' exclaimed Diaz ; ^* and I thank 
God for the lucky coincidence.^' 

**The thirst of gold has caught you also, Pedro DiazP'' 
asked Don Augustin, smiling significantly. 

** No, thank God !" replied Diaz, " nothing of the sort, I 
leave the searching for gold to experienced gambnsinos, such 
as the Senor Oroche here. No— yon know well that I have 
no other passion than hatred for the ferocious savages who 
have done so much ill towards me and mine. It is only 
because I hope through this expedition once more to carry 
steel and fire into their midst, that I take any part it." 

^ It is right," said the haciendado, who like all dwellers 
upon the frontiers exposed to Indian incursions, nourished in 
hia heart a hatred for the savages almost equal to that oi 
Diaz himself ^'I approve of your sentiments, Don Pedro 
Diaz ; and if yon will permit me to offer you a gage of mine, 
I beg you will accept from me the present of a horse I 
have — one that will carry you to your satis&ction. I promise 
you that the Indian you pursue, while on his back, will re« 
quire to go as &st as the wind itself if you do not overtake 
him." 

*^He shall be my war horpo," exclaimed Diaz, his eyes 
sparkling with pleasure at the gift. ^^I shall ornament his 
erest with Indian scalps, in honour of him who gave him to 
me." 

**I cannot divine what has delayed Don Estevan," said the 
haciendado, changing the subject of oorversation. ^^He 
should have been here three hours before this, that is, if ]i« 
pMSKl the night at La Poza." 
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Don Augustin had scarce finii^hed hU speech when a sndden 
and graceful apparition glided into the saloon. It was his 
daughter, the beautiful Kosarita. 

As if the expected calvacade only awaited her presence, the 
clattering of hoofs at the same instant was heard outside ; 
and by the light of the torches which the domestics had car- 
ried out, Don Estevan and his suite could be seen riding op 
to the entrance of the hacienda. 



-^ ^y- CHAPTER XIX; 

^ BOSABITA. 

On the route from La Poza it had fiillen to the lot of 
CuchiUo and Tiburcio to ride side by side, but for all thia 
few words had passed between them. Although Cuchillo 
had not the slightest idea of renonncing his dire design, he 
continued to hide his thoughts under an air of good humour-^ 
which when need be he knew how to assume. He had made 
several attempts to read the thoughts of the young gambo* 
sino, but the latter was on his guard, seeking in his turn to 
identify Cuchillo with the assassin of his father. No oppor- 
tunity offered, however ; and in this game of mutual espion« 
age, neither had the advantage. Nevertheless, an instinctive 
and mutual hatred became established between the two, and 
before the day's journey was over, each regarded the other 
as a mortal foe. Cuchillo was more than ever determined U 
execute his hellish purpose — since a crime less or more woulc 
be nothing to him — while Tiburcio, keenly remembering the 
oath which he had made to his adopted mother, was resokef" 
on keeping it, and only awaited the time when be should b 
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•ore of the assasdn. We need scarcely add tbat Tfiburcio, 
in the accomplishment of his vow, had no thought of playing 
the assassin. No, Whenever and wherever the murderer 
should be ibnnd, he was to die by Tiburcio's hand ; but only 
in fair and open fight. 

But there were other painful reflections that occupied 
Tibarcio's mind during the journey. The nearer he ap- 
proached the object of his love the greater seemed to be the 
distance between them. Though a man may hope to obtain 
what he only wishes for in a moderate way, yet when any- 
thing is ardently yearned after, the obstacles appear insur- 
mountable. Hence the secret of many a heroic resolution. 
When Tiburcio was reclining by the well of La Poza, his • 
sweet dream hindered him from thinking of these obstacles ; 
but now that the journey was nearly ended, and he drew 
near to the grand hacienda, his spirits fell, and a feeling of 
hopelessness took possession of his soul. Hence it was that 
he formed the resolution to put an end to the painful sus- 
pense, which he had now a long time endured ; and that very 
night, if possible, he intended to ascertain his position in the 
eyes of Dona Rosarita. Come what might, he resolved to 
ask that question, whose answer might render him at once 
the happiest or the most miserable of men. 

When Tiburcio had first met Do&a Rosarita, with her 
&ther and his servants, in the depth of the forest, he knew 
nothing of the rank. of the party thus wandering astray. 
Even during the two happy days in which he acted as their 
guide, he was ignorant of the ^name of the beautiful young 
girl, to whom his eyes and his heart rendered a continual 
homage. He therefore permitted himself to indulge in those 
pleasant dreams which have their origin in a hopeful love. 
It vras only aft;er he had leanicd the quality of his fellow 
traTellcrs — ^that the young lady was the daughter of the 
opulent proprietor, Don Augustin Peiia — ^it was only o« 
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48certaining this that Tiburcio perceived the folly of his a«pl 
rations, and the distance that lay between him and the objcol 
of his love. If then the secret, so unexpectedly revealed to 
liim, had given him a desire for the possession of riches, it 
was not for the sake of being rich. No ; a nobler object in- 
spired him — one more in keeping with his poetic character. 
He desired riches only that with them he might bridge over 
the chasm that separated him from Rosarita. 

Unhappily he could not hide from himself the too evident 
fact that he was not the sole possessor of the secret. 

All at once it occmTed to him, that the expedition to 
which he found himself thus accidentally attached, conld 
have no other object than this very placer of the Golden 
Valley. Most likely the very man who shared the secret 
with him — the murderer of Marcos Arellanos — was among 
the men enrolled under the orders of the chief Don Estevan. 
The ambiguous questioning of Cuchillo, his comprehension 
of events, the stumbling of his horse, with other slighter 
indications, appeared to throw some light upon the obscurity 
of Tiburcio's conjectures ; but not enough. How waa he 
(Tiburcio) to arrive at a complete understanding ? 

A still more painful uncertainty pressed upon his spirit, aa 
they approached the dwelling of Don Augustin. What 
reception would he meet with froi^ Doiia Rosarita ? he, a 
poor gambusino — without resources, without family — poorly 
dressed even — ^a tiere follower, confounded with the com- 
mon mob of adventurers who composed the expedition? 
Sad presentiments were passing in liis mind, as the caval- 
cade, of which he formed so humble an appendage, arrived 
at the palisade enclosure of the hacienda. 

The gates were soon open to receive them ; and tl 
moment afler Don Augustin himself welcomed the travelle 
at the front entrance of the mansion. With that ease ai 
elegance, almost peculiar to Spanish manners, he receiv 



SOAABITA. 130 

Don EstcYan and the Senator, whOe the cordiality with^ 
which he welcomed Tiburcio appeared to the young man a 
happy omen. 

The travellers all dismounted. Cuchillo remained outside 
— partly oat of respect to his chief and partly to look afler 
his horse. As to Tibarcio, he had not the same motives for 
acting thus, and therefore entered along with Don Estevan 
and Tragadoros, his face pale and his heart bedting audibly. 

The room into which they had beejn shown was the grand 
Bala already described, and in which certain preparations had 
been made for a nuignificent banquet. But^ Tiburcio saw 
nothing of all this. His eyes beheld only one object — for 
there stood a beautiful girl whose lips rendered' paler the 
carnation red of the granadillas, and the hue of whose cheeks 
eclipsed the rosy tint of the aandias^ scattered profusely 
over the tables. It was Rosarita herself A silken scarf 
covered her head, permitting the thick plaits of her dark 
hair to shine through its translucent texture, and just encir* 
cling the outline of her oval face. This scarf, hanging down 
below the waist, but half-concealed her white rounded arms, 
and only partially hindered the view of a figure of the most 
elegantly voluptuous tournure. Around her waist another 
scarf of bright scarlet formed a sort of cincture or belt, leav- 
ing its long fringed ends to hang over the skirt of her silken 
robe, and blending its colours with those of the light veil 
that fell down from her shoulders. It Was a costume that 
•eemed well-suited to her striking beauty, and the effect of 
the coup d*ceU upon the heart of poor Tiburcio was at once 
pleasant and embarrassing. 

Notwithstanding the gracious smile with which she 

acknowledged his presence, there was a certain hauteur 

about the proffered welcome — as if it was a mere ezpressdon 

of gratitnde for the service he had formerly rendered. 

Tiburcio observed this with a feeling of chagrin ; and 
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wghed as he contrasted her cold formality of speech, witl 
the abandon and freedom of theii* former relations. But he 
could not help noticing a still greater contrast when he 
looked at his own poor garments, and compared them with 
the elegant costumes of his two travelling companions. 

While Don Estevan was entertaining his host with some 
account of what had happened on their journey, the Senator 
appeared to have eyes only for the beautiful Rosarita — upon 
whom he was not slow in lavishing a string of empty compli- 
ments. 

The young girl appeared to Tiburcio to receive these 
compliments with a smile very different from that she had 
accorded to himself; he also observed, with a feeling of bit- 
terness, the superior easiness of manner in which those whom 
he regarded as his rivals addressed themselves to her« 
With anguish he noticed the colour become more vivid upon 
her cheeks ; while the heaving of her bosom, as the scarf 
rose and fell in regular vibrations, did not escape the keen 
glance of jealousy. In fiict the young girl appeared to 
receive pleasure from these gallantiies, like a village belle 
who listens to the flatteries of some grand lord, at the same 
time that a voice from within whispers her that the sweet 
compliments she is receiving are also merited. 

Don Estevan was not unobsei-vant of this by-play that was 
passing ar<mnd him. He easily read in the expressive looks 
of Tiburcio the secret of his heart, and involuntaiily con- 
trasted the manly beauty of the young man with the ordinary 
face and figure of the Senator, As if from this he appre- 
hended some obstacle to his secret projects, more than once 
his dark eyebrows became contracted, and his eyes shoi 
with a sombre fire. 

By little and little he ceased to take part in the convers 
tion, and at length appeared wrapped in a profound medit 
tion. Insensibly also an air of melancholy stole over t^ 
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feftlnres of Rosarita As for Don Augnstin and the Senator 
they appeared at once to be on good terms with each other ; 
aod carried on the conversation without permitting it to flag 
hr a moment. 

Jost then Caohillo, accompanied by Baraja, entered to 
pay their respects to the master of the hacienda. Their 
entrance within the sala of course created some slight disar« 
rangement in the tableaux of the dramatis personcB already 
there. This confusion gave Tiburcio an opportunity to carr^ 
out a desperate resolution he had formed, and profiting by 
it, he advanced nearer to Rosarita. 

** I will give my life," said he to her in a side whisper, 
^ for one moment alone with you. I wish to speak of an 
flfikir of the highest importance." 

The young girl regarded him for a moment with an air of 
astonishment, further expressed by a disdainful movement of 
•he Hp; although, considering their former relations, and 
also the free familiarity of Mexican mannei*s, she might have 
been expected to have excused his freedom. Tiburcio stood 
waiting her reply in a supplicating attitude, and as every- 
thing seemed spontaneous with her, he had not long to wait. 
She answered in a few words : 

*• To-night then — at ten o'clock I shall be at my window.'* 

Scarcely had the thrilling tones of her voice ceased to 
vibrate on the ear of Tiburcio, when supper was announced, 
and the guests were shown into another room. Here a table, 
splendidly set out, occupied the middle of the apartment, 
above which hung a great chandelier fitted with numerous 
waxen candles : these gave out a brilliant and cheei*ful light, 
that was reflected from hundreds of shinuig vessels of mas- 
aiTC silver of antique forms, arranged upon the table below. 

Thci upper end of the table was occupied by the host him- 
lelf and his principal guests. His daughter sat on his left 
hand, while Don Estevan was placed upon the right. Aftoi 
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them, the Senator and the chaplain, and Pedro Diaz. At tb4 
lower end were seated Tiburcio, Cuchillo, Barajaand Oroche. 

The chaplain pronounced the benedicite. Although it was 
no longer the same jumbling formula, sans fa^n^ which he 
had used at the death-bed of the widow of Arellanos, jet 
the air of mock solemnity and unction with which the grace 
was uttered, recalled to the heart of Tiburcio that sad 
Bouyenir, which recent events had for a time caused him tc 
forget. 

Cheerfulness soon reigned around the table. The expedi- 
tion was talked of, and toasts drunk to its success. Vast 
silver goblets of antique shape were used for wine glasses, 
and these passing rapidly from hand to month, soon pro- 
duced an abundance of good humour among the guests. 

*' Gentlemen !" said Don Augustin, when the festive scehe 
was near its end, " before retiring I have the honour to invite 
you all to a hunt of the wild horse on my estate — which is to 
come off early in the morning." 

Each of the guests accepted the invitation, with that aban- 
don natural to people who have made a good supper. 

With regard to Tiburcio, jealousy was devouring him. 
He scarce ate of the rich viands placed before him. He kept 
his eyes constantly fixed upon Don Estevan, who, during the 
supper appeared to pay marked attentions to Rosarita, and 
for every one of which Tiburcio thanked him with a look of 
hatred. As soon as the supper was ended, the young man 
silently left the room and repaired to the chamber that had 
been assigned to him for the night. 

At an early hour — for such was the custom of the hacienc 
— all the guests had retired to their sleeping apailmeuts- 
even the domestics were no longer to be seen in the grei 
hall ; and a profound silence reigned throughout the V2 
building, as if all the world had gone to rest. But all t 
world was not yet asleep. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE ASSIGlTATIOir. 

Alone ir tis chamber, Tlburcio awaited impatievtiy tti« 
hour namei hj Rosarita. From his window he cast a dis- 
bucted glance over the plain that stretched awaj from the 
walls of the hacienda. The moon was up in the heavens, 
and the road leading to Tubac appeared under her light shin- 
ing like a vast ribbon extended through the middle of the 
forest. The forest itself appeared asleep ; not even a breath 
stirred the leaves of the trees, and the only sounds he heard 
were those caused by the half ^^'^ld herds that wandered 
through its glades. Now and then the bellowing of a bull 
denoted the uneasiness of the animal — perhaps fi'om the 
presence of those terrible night robbers, the puma and 
jagaar. There was one other sound that reached the ear of 
Tihurcio, but this appeared to proceed from some part of the 
hacienda itself. It was the tinkling of a mandolin. The hour 
was appropriate to amorous reflections, as well as to thoughts 
of a graver character, and both presented themselves at that 
moment to the spirit of TiburciO/. Like all those whose life 
bas been passed amid the depths of the desert, there was at 
the bottom of his heart a certain poetic temperament, at the 
same time that his soul exhibited that energetic vigour 
required by the dangers which surround such a life of soli- 
tude. His present position then was perfectly appropriate to 
this double character. His love was unreciprocated — thii 
ooolnefls of Rosarita, almost assured him of the painful &ct — 
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aod some secret presentiment told him that he was enoom* 
passed by enemies. 

While thus sadly reflecting on his situation, an object cama 
UBder his eyes that attracted his attention. It was the gleam 
of a fire, which appeared to be kindled under cover of the 
forest at no great distance from the hacienda. The light was 
partly eclipsed by that of the moon, but still it could be 
traced by the greater redness of its rays, as they trembled 
mysteriously on the silver foUage of the trees. It denoted 
the halting-place of some traveller. 

" So near the hacienda I" muttered Tiburcio, in entering 
upon a new series of reflections. "What can it mean? 
Why have these travellers not come here to demand hospi* 
tality ? They have certainly some reason for keeping them* 
selves at a distance ? They may be unknown friends to me, 
for heaven often sends such to those who stand in need of 
them. Cuchillo, Don Estevan, and this pompous Senator, all 
appeal^ to be my enemies and all are secure under this roof I 
why might not these travellers, who appear to shun it for 
that very reason prove friends to me?" 

The hour of rendezvous had at length arrived. Tiburdo 
took up his serapi and his knife — the last, the only weapon 
he had — ^and prepared to go out from his chamber without 
making any noise. A fearful conflict of emotions was passing 
in his bosom ; for he knew that, in a few minutes would be 
decided the question of his happiness or misery. Before 
leaving his chamber, he looked once more through the win- 
dow in the direction of the forest fire. It was still gleaming 
in the same place. 

While the lover, with cautious tread and wildly beatic 
heart, was silently traversing the long gallery, and pa& 
ing round to that side upon which opened the window ( 
Rosarita, other scenes were pasamg elsewhere that must no 
be detailed. 
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Since bis arrival at the hacienda, Don Estevan, in picsenoe^ 
of the other guests, had scarce found an opportunity to speak 
inlh the /laciendado on business that concerned both of 
Uiem. Only for one moment had they been alone ; and tnen ' 
the Spaniard had briefly related to Don Augustin the con- 
tnuft he had entered into with Cuchillo. When Don Estevan 
mentioned the secret of the Golden Valley, the hacieudado 
i^peared to make a slight gesture, as of disappointment, out 
their short dialogue ended abruptly by a promise to return 
to the subject at a later hour of the night. 

Don Estevan awaited until all the other guests had retired 
to their chambers. Then drawing the Senator into the bay 
of one of the large windows of the sala, he requested him 
to look up atwthe stars that were shining in all their brilliance 
in the blue sky above. 

"See!** said he, pointing to a particular constellation. 
**That is the Chariot that has risen above the eastern ho- 
rizon. Do you perceive a single star farther down, which 
scarce shines through the vapor? That is the emblem of 
ycfur star, which at present pale, to-moTrow may be in the 
ascendant, and gleam more brightly than any of those that 
compose the brilliant cortege of the Charlot,^^ 

"What mean you, Sefior Arechiza ?'♦ 

" I shall tell you presently. Perhaps the hour is nearer 
than you think when you may be the future master of this 
hadendn, by a marriage with the charming daughter of its 
present owner, who is to be its heiress. Come presently to 
my apartment. The conversation which I am about to have 
with Don Augustin must be decisive, and I shall let you know 
the result." 

With these words the Spaniard and the Senator parted — 
the heart of the latter beating at the same time with hope 
ndfear. 



146 THK WOOn-KAKGEBS. 

Don Estevan now awaited the haciendado, who the momeul 
after canio up to him. 

The propiietor of the Hacienda del Venado, aa has already 
been seen, had given to the Spaniard more than an ordinary 
we!co:ne. His politeness to him when in presence of wit- 
nesses, Mas even less respectful than when the two were 
alone. On liis side Don Estevan appeared to accept the 
homage of the other as if it were due to him. There was in 
bis polite condescension towards the rich proprietor, and in 
the deference of the latter towards him, something resemblmg 
the relation that might be supposed to exist between a power* 
ful sovereign and one of his noble vassals. 

It was not until after reiterated requests — ordere they 
might almost be called — that Don Augustin consented to be 
seated in the presence of the other — whereas the Spaniard 
had flung himself into a fauteuU on the moment of entering 
the chamber, and with the most perfect abandon. 

The haciendado waited silently for Don Estevan to speak. 

**Well, what do you think of your future son-in-law?'' 
inquired the Spaniard. "I presume you never saw hin 
before?" 

" Never," answered Don Augustin, " But if he was even 
less favoured by nature than he is, that would make no 
obstacle to our projects." 

" I know him ; he only needs to be known to prove that 
he has in him the stuff of a gentleman, besides being a sena- 
tor of the illustrious congress ofArispe." 

The Spaniard pronounced these words with a slight smile 
of contempt. 

"But, seuor," continued he, "that is not the difficulty, 
the important matter is whether your daughter will find him 
to her liking." 

" My daughter will act according to my wish," said tha 
Jiaoiendado, 
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• 

••.Bb*: supposing her heart is not free ?" 

"The heart of Rosarita' is free, Sefior Don Estevan ; how 
eould it be otherwise — she whose life has been spent in the 
midst of these deserts ?" 

'* And what about this ragged young fellow, this Tiburcio 
Arellanos, whom you appear to know ? he is in love with 
your daughter ?" 

"I have been made aware of it this very morning.'' 

" K it is only a few hours, then, since you have been 
apprised of the secret of his passion, surely that of your 
daughter cannot have to this time escaped you ?" 

*' The truth is,'' answered Don Augustin, smiling, " that I 
understand better how to follow the traces of an Indian, and 
read in the countenance of a savage his most secret thoughts, 
than to look into the heart of a young girl. But I repeat it, 
I have reason to believe that my daughter's heart is free of 
any such affection. I do not apprehend any diflSculty in this 
regard. I dread an obstacle of a more important character 
—I mean an obstacle to the expedition you are about to con- 
dact into the desert," 

Here the haciendado communicated to» Don Estevan the 
particulars which the monk had gathered at the death-bed of 
the widow of Arellanos, and which seemed to produce a, 
strong impression on the Spaniard ; but although the con- 
versation continued for some time longer, I shall not here 
detail what was said, but return to the Senator, who with 
anxious heart was now awaiting Don Estevan in the apart* 
neat Avhich had been assigned to the latter. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

THE DUKB J>'ABMADA« 

The chamber set apart for the Senor Don Estevan da 
Arechiza was undoubtedly the best in the boose ; and, not- 
withstanding the little progress that luxury has made in the 
state of Sonora, was furnished with considerable elegance. 

In this chamber Don Estevan found the Senator pacing to 
and fro, with an air that bespoke him a prey to the most 
vivid emotions. 

" Well, Senor Don Vicente !" began Arechiza, who ap- 
peared to make light of the impatience of his proUgS, "what 
do you think of the daughter of our host ? have I exaggerated 
her beauty?" 

" Oh, my friend !" exclaimed the Senator, with all that 
vivacity of pantomimic gesture so characteristic of the South, 
" the reality far exceeds the imagination. She is an angel I 
even in our country, famous for its beautiful women, Dona 
Rosarita is certainly loveliest of all.** 

"And richest too," added the Spaniard, with a smile. 

" Who would have expected to find, in the middle of the 
desert, such an accomplished beauty? such youthful fresh- 
ness 1 Such charms were created to shine in a far higher 
gphere*!" 

" At the court of a king, for instance," carelessly rejoin " 
Arechiza. 

" Oh I Senor Don Estevan !" again exclaimed the Scnat< 
ill an earnest voice, " do not keep me in suspense ; the divii 
the rich Doiia Rosarita — ^is it possible I am to have her : 
my wife ?" 
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** One word from me, one promise from yon, and the thing 
is done. I have her Cither's word. Within fifteen days you 
may be the husband of his daughter.'* 

"Agreeable as easy." 

"A little later you will be rich." 

** No harm in that." 
• ** Later still you will be a grand proprietor.** 

" Oh ! it is magnificent. Carramba 1 Senor de Arechiza, 
it is a perfect cataract of felicities to be lavished upon my 
head — ^it is a dream ! it is a dream I" shouted the Senator, as 
he strode to and fro across the floor. 

"Lose no time then in making it a reality," replied Don 
Estcvan. 

" But is the time so pressing ?" inquired the Senator, sud- 
denly pausing in his steps. 

"Why this question? is it possible to be too quick in 
obtaining happiness ?" 

The Senator appeared thoughtful, and for a moment pre- 
sented an aspect of embarrassment, in strange contrast to his 
previous looks. He replied after a a pause — 

"The fact is, Don Estevan, I am willing to marry an 
heiress whose wealth, as is usually the case, would compen- 
sate for her ugliness. Li this case it is the very beauty of 
the lady that confuses me." 

" Perhaps she does not please yon ?" 

" On the contrary, so much happiness awes me. It aj)- 
pears to me, for a reason which I cannot divine, that some 
sad disappointment lurks under the seductive prospect." 

"Ah I just as I expected," answered Don Estevan ; " it is 
tlie human heart. I knew you would make some objection 
of this kind, but I thought you were more a man of the world 
than to trouble yourself about the past with such a splendid 
fortune before you. Ah ! my poor Despilfarro," added the 
Spaniard, with a laugh, " I thought you were more advanced.' 
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" But why, Don Estcran ?" inquired the Senator, intend 
ing to give a proof of his high diplomatic capacity, — " Whj 
is it, entre noys, that you desire to lavish this treasure of 
beauty — to .say nothing of her grand wealth — ^upon another, 
while you yourself — " 

" While I myself might marry her," interrupted tbe 
Spaniard. " Is that what you mean to say ? Suppose I have 
no wish to get mariicd. I had that desire long ago, like the 
rest of the world. My history has been like a great many 
others ; that is, my sweetheart married anoth'jr. It is true 
I adopted the means to re — ^to console myself, and quickly 
too," added Arechizo, with a dark scowl. " Put who do 
you tliink I am, Don Vicente Tragaduros ?" 

" Who are you ! >vhy Don Estevan de Arechiza, of 
course !" 

"That does honour to your penetration," said tbe 
Spaniard, with a disdainful smile. " Well, then, since I have 
already demanded the hand of Dona Rosarita for the illustri- 
ous senator Tragaduros yDespilfarro, of course I cannot now 
take his place." 

*' But why, sefior, did you not make the demand on your 
own account?" 

"Why, because, my dear friend, were this young lady 
three times as beautiful, and three times as rich as she is, she 
would neither be beautiful enough, nor rich enough for me.'* 

Despilfarro started with astonishment. 

" Eh ! and who are you then, sefior, may I ask in my 
turn ?» 

" Only, as you have said, Don Estevan Arechiza," cool' 
replicMl the Spaniard. 

The Senator made three or four turns across the roc 
before he could collect his thoughts; but in obedience 
Die distrust that had suddenly sprung up within him, 
r ^sumed : 
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^ There is domething in all this I cannot expliiin, and when 
I can*t explain a thing I can't understand it-" 

" Good logic," exclaimed Don Estevan, in a tone of rail 
leiy, ** but am I really mistaken about you, my dear Senator f 
I did you the honor to believe you above certain prejudices; 
and even if there was anything in the past life of the bcauti' 
fu! Rosarita — for instance, any prejudice to bo trampled under 
foot — ^is a million of dowry, besides three millions of expec- 
tation, nothing in your eyes?" 

Don Estevan put this question for the purpose of sounding 
the morality of the man, or rather to try the strength of a 
tool, which he meant to make use o£ 
Despilfarro returned no reply. 

*' Now, then, I await your answer," said Don Estevan, 
afler a pause, appearing to take pleasure in the Senator's 
embarrassment. 

*' Upon my word, Don Estevan," replied Despilfarro, " you 
are cruel to mystify one in this manner. I — ^I — Carrambat 
it is very embarrassing." 

Don Estevan interrupted him. This hesitation on the part 
of Despilfarro, told the Spaniard what he wished to know. 
An ironical smile played upon his lips, and laying aside his 
pleasantry, he resumed in a serious tone : 

'* Listen to me, Tragaduros ! It would be unworthy of a 
gentleman to continue longer this badinage where a lady's 
rcpntAtion is concerned. I can assure you, then, that the 
. past life of the Dona Rosarita is w thout a stain." 
The Senator breathed freely. 

*' And now," continued Don Estevan, *Mt is necessary that 
yon give me yonr full confidence, and I will set you an exam- 
ple by giving mine with a perfect frankness : the success of 
the noble cause I have embraced depends upon it. First, 
then, hear who T am. Arechiza is only a borrowed appella- 
tion. As to my real name — which you shall soon know — 1 
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made oath in my youth, that no woman, however rich or 
beautiful, should^share it with me ; therefore, now that my 
hair is grey do you thiuk that I should be likely to break the 
oath I have so long kept ? Although a wife, such as I pro- 
pose for you, may ofltimes be a stepping-stone to ambition, 
she is often cr an obstacle." 

As he said this, Don Kstevan rose, and in his tuin paceJ 
the floor with an agitated air. Some traces of distrust were 
slill perceptible upon the countenance of the Senator — they 
were noticed by him. 

" You wish for a more precise explanation ?" said he ; 
" you shall have it." 

The Spaniard approached the window and closed the shut 
tcrs — as if fearful that their conversation might be heard 
outside. He then sat down again, and requested the Sena- 
tor to be seated near hiai. 

Tragaduros watched him with a lively curiosity, at the 
same time lowering his eyes whenever they met the fiery 
glances of the Spaniard. 

The latter appeared suddenly to become transformed, as if 
looking grander and nobler. 

'* Now Seiior Senator I" began he, " I am going to make 
known to you some secrets sufficient to turn your head." 

The Senator trembled. 

" When the tempter carried the Son of Man to the top of 
a mountain, and promised him all the kingdoms of the earth 
if he would fall down aud worship him, he scarce offered 
him more than I am offering to the Senator of Arispe. As 
the tempter, then, I lay at your feet honors, power, ar'' 
riches, if you will subscribe to my conditions." 

The solemnity of this exordium, and the imposing mann< 
of Don Estevan, following so closely upon the jocular mi< 
he had hitherto exhibited, made a painful impression up 
the mind of the Senator. There was a short moment 
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which he regretted being so advanced in his opinions, and 
during this time the great dowry of Rosarita and her rosy 
lips had but slight prestige for him. 

** It is now twenty years,'* continued the Spaniard, *' sinct 
I took up my real vocation in ^ the world. Previous to that 
time, i believed myself made foi^ domestic life, and indulged 
in those absurd dreams of lovciatural to young hearts. An 
illnsion soon destroyed — ai\' evil hour — an accident showed 
jne the deception ; and I found out that I was made for arnbi* 
tion — nothing more. I have tlerefore sought for glory and 
honour to satisfy my desires, aii||^ I .h^ve won them. I have 
conquered the right fo $ta]>d uiiijo^ifered in the presence of 
the king of Spain. Chevalier J|£^e &rder of St. James of the' 
Sword, I have taken part in the royal ijerqmonjes of the white 
cloak and red sword; and I may 8% that for me fame has 
been no idle illusion. Chevalier afco of Carlos III., I have 
shared with the royal princes the title of the Grand Cross. 
I have won successively the Order of St. Ferdinand, of St. 
Hermengildo, and the Golden Fleece of Calatrava. These 
honours, although coveted by all, were for me bat sterile 
consolations.'' 

This enumeration, made without the slightest show of 
ostentation, caused the Senator to regard th^ speaker with 
an air of respectful astonishment. Don Estevai^ continued : 
"Wealth followed close upon these honours. Kich appa- 
nages^ added to the fortune I derived from my ancestors, 
soon left far bel\ind ine, the time when, as ai simple cadet of 
my family, I was worth nothing but my sword. Now I was 
rich, opulent, and — will I tell you? — I was still far from 
being content. My efforts continued ; and I was made 

Comte de Villamares, and afterwards Duke de Armada ^ 

" Oh I Senor Duke," interrupted Despilfarro, in an hum. 

bio voice, " permit me — but — I " 

•*! have not yet. finished,'' calmly continued the Spaniard ; 

7* 
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"w]K*n y>!» ]rw(' lic-nvd all, yon will no longer doubt my 
words. Xolwitijslnuding your mistrust, sciior, I am still 
nothing morv tlirm tlio secret agent of a prince, and I desire 
to romaiii in v. ir cyes/as ever, the simple gentleman Don~ 
Est e van de Ar-^'cliiza — nothing more. It is necessary, how* 
ever, that this distrust of me should not manifest itself again ; 
for since you are presently to know the object which I am 
pursuing, you will be privy to my most secret thoughts." 

The Senator continued to listen in the mo3t respectful 
silence. 

" As I have said, then, I followed ambition for twenty years 
for its own sake ; or to speak more truly, I passed twenty 
ycai-s of my life to destroy a painful souvenir, at the same 
time that I was pui*suing the path to fame. I fancied that in 
the middle of a turbulent life, this souvenir would in time be 
effaced from my memory. • The favourite of a prince, the 
expectant heir to one of the first thrones in Christendom — 
elevated to the highest places of power — wealth prodigally 
lavished upon me— I hoped to be able to forget that terrible 
souvenir. Vain hope I" added the speaker in a solemn voice : 
"Alas! Noth.ing can banish remorse. . The bloody sword 
of St. Jnnips Avas no idle symbol in my hands ; for remorse 
lends to ambition a fearful activity — like a voice continually 
crying, * On — on for ever !' " 

Don Estevan paur»ed, and for a time remained silent, during 
which the Si-nator regarded him with a timid look, at the 
same time ailmiring the imposing and soleqin dignity of his 
countenance. 

"But where to goon?" continued the speaker; "whnl 
object to follow next ? Into what new course might I preci- 
pitate this torrent of ambition that was boiling within me ? 
At length a new incident offered itself, and gave me a fresh 
opportunity for action — an oppoittmity to strive and combal 
—for in my case, to etruggle and fight is to forget. 
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"In all likolihood you h.ive sojirce beard of onr political 
crcublcs, Don Vsccnte ? I am aware that all the kingdonia 
of Enrope might be shaken to their bases, without your 
knowing anything of the matter, in this out of the way cor* 
Tier of the world. Well, then, I shall make known to you 
what occurred. 

** It is now about two years since the king of Spain — ^by 
a total violation of the Salic law, hitherto observed by all 
his ancestors — violently cut off the succession to the throne 
in the person of his brother Don Carlos; and by this act 
kindled the fires of civil war throughout the kingdom. The 
In&nta Isabella was declared heiress to the crown, to the 
exclusion of her uncle, the legal heir. This prince it was of 
whom I spoke, and who is my august patron and protector. 
I did everything in my power to assuage the mortal grief 
that this unexpected event naturally caused to the man, 
whom I above all others have reason to esteem. 

*' Amidst the consolations which I offered him, and the 
plans which I proposed, one design of a gigantic nature 
offered itself to my imagination. True, it presented the 
prospect of countless dangers, and obstacles almost insur- 
mountable ; but for this very reason I adopted it. 

** My dream, then, is to conquer for my master a kingdom 
as vast as the one of which he has been wrongfully deprived ; 
to restore to him one of the brightest jewels of that Trans- 
atlantic crown, which his ancestors once so gloriously wore, 
I dream of conquering a kingdom — and that kingdom once 
conquered, I, a simple gentleman, intend to present it to the 
true heir of the Spanish monarchy — Don Carlos de Boui*- 
bon I 

** Now, do you believe, Senor Senator, that Don Estevan 
de Arechiza has the power to bestow upon others, and Avith. 
out regretting it, the beauty and wealth of tlie daughter o.' 
a Mexican haciendad^?" 
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The Spaniard pronounced these last words with aa ail 
of proud tranquillity, and then remained silent, awaituig theif 
effect upon his listener. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

THE NBW E.INQDOK. 

Thb Mexican senator, with his contracted, or rather egois- 
tic views, was struck dumb by the gigantic and daring design 
of his companion. He could only exclaim, as he respectfully 
pressed the hand which the Spaniard held out to him : 

" Oh, Don Estevan— if you permit me still to give you thia 
modest title — ^I regret my suspicions ; and for the happiness 
which you offer me, for the grand perspective which you 
open before me, I promise you my life, my heart, but *' 

"But I another suspicion?" asked Don Estevan, with a 
smile. 

" No, not a suspicion of you, but a fear of some one else. 
Have you noticed the young man whom chance brought into 
our company ? I have a secret presentiment that there is 
something between him and Dona Rosarita. He is young — 
he is good looking — and they appear to have known each 
other a long while.'* 

" Whatl" exclaimed Don Estevan, "jealous of this ragged 
rustic ?'»■ 

" I avow," replied the Senator, " that I cannot help it. I 
noticed two or three times their eyes fixed upon each other 
.with a strange expression." 

" Make yourself easy about that. I know, for certain — unA 
from Don Augustin himself I have had ray information— that 
the lieart of his daughter is free. Besides, her vanity alone 
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would hinder her from any fancy for this droll fellow, who 
appears to have all the pride of a Spanish beggar. He shall 
be watched ; and, should he have the impudence to carry his 
pretensions so high, it will be an easy matter to send him 
about his business." 

In pronouncing the last words the countenance of Don 
Estcvan appeared for a moment to wear a troubled expres- 
sion, and he could not hinder himself from adding: 

" I have myself remarked what you say, but let us not 
dwell upon chimerical fears. Listen to me, Don Vicente, 
while I explain more categorically the object of which I have 
been speaking, in order that you may understand fully why 
I wish to reckon upon your assistance. I have not yet told 
you — either what resources I have, or the kingdom it is my 
dcfflgii to conquer." 
" True enough," assented Tragaduros, ** you have not." 
"The province then which I intend to transform into a 
kingdom is neither more nor less than this of Sonora." 

" What I our republican state to be changed into a mon« 
archy I" exclaimed the Senator. " Seuor Don Estevan, to 
attempt this will be to play with your hfe." 
**Iknowit." 

*' But what resources do you count upon ?" 
*' Listen : Ten yeara ago I was in the Spanish army, and 
fought against the independence of your country in this very 
province. I then became acquainted with its resources — its 
incalculable richness — and when I quitted it to go home to 
Europe, I had a presentiment that some day I should again 
return to it — as I have done. Chance at that time made me 
acquainted with Don Augustin, then occupied in amassing 
the vast wealth which to-day he so freely spends. I had the 
fortune to render him a sei*vice — to save his life, in fact, and 
prevent his house from being pillaged by the insurgents, for 
he did not conceal his sympathy for the Spanish cause ] 
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afterwardg kept up witli him a correspondence, and leamt 
that Sonora became every day more discontented with tbo 
tbtL'ral governmer.t. I then designed my great plan, which 
wa8 approved of by tlie prince, and at his desire I came over 
hero. Df>n August in was among the first to whom I opened. 
fiiy pnrposii. He was flattered by the promises I was able 
to make in the nauie of my royal master, and at once placed 
his f()rtuu(3 at my dij^posal. 

'• Notvvithstandirig the large pecuniary resources I have 
heou able to dispose of, I am seeking to augment them stiU 
firthor, and chance has favored me. While here in my for- 
mer campaign I made the acquaintance of an odd character 
— a young fellow who in turns betrayed botl royalists and 
republicans. My relations with him recall a somewhat droll 
occui-rence. I found that he was guiding the regiment I 
commanded into an ambuscade of the insurgents, and I 
ordered him to be hung to the first tree we should meet with. 
Fort.inatoly for him my men translated the order in its most 
Jitoral sonie ; and being at the time in the middle of vast 
Bavannalis entirely destitute of trees, the execution was held 
over, as it was an impossibility to perform it. The result 
was that in the middle of our marchings and countermarch- 
!ngs the fellow escaped ; and it appcara did not, aftenn^ards, 
hold any rancour towards me, since he has again ofiered hia 
services to me. This fellow to-day goes by the name of 
Cuchillo. It was he whom I met at the village of Iluerfano, 
where you saw us renew our acquaintance ; and at that inter- 
view lie has made known to me the secret of an immense 
placer of gold — whither I intend to conduct my expedition. 
JBe^ides ourselves, Cuchillo alone knows the object of thia 
enterprise," (the Spaniard did not mention the name of 
Tiburcio,) " which is 'generally supposed to be merely a new 
expedition — like many others that have been got up to go 
gold seeking by chance. 
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•* And noT* , ScHor Senator," continue^! Don Estevan, " yon 
need not proceed farther with us. You may remain here, 
where you will have an easy part to play, in making yourself 
agreeable to the fair Kosarita, while I am braving the perils 
of this unknown frontier. As for Cuchillo, if he attempt to 
play the traitor with me a second time, 1 shall take care to 
be a little more prompt in punishing him. 

"The product of this expedition," puraued the Spaniard, 
— ** of which, as leader, I shall be entitled to a fifth part — 
will be added to the resources I have already. The men who 
compose it will be easily converted into devoted partisans of 
our design ; and should it happen that the forces I ei^pcct 
from Europe should fail to come to hand in due time, these 
adf enturers will serve a good purpose. But I have no fear 
for the want of followers. Europe is at the present moment 
over-crowded with people who lack employment : any enter- 
pTiae will be welcome to them; and a leader in any part of 
the world needs only to speak the word for crowds to enrol 
themselves xmder his banner." 

As be said this, Don Estevan paced the room, agitated by 
the grandeur of his thoughts. His dark eyes flashed with 
excitement, and his soul seemed inspired with a warlike 
ardonr that caused him for awhile to forget the presence of 
the Senator. It was only after some minutes lipent in this 
wild enthusiasm that he remembered an important fiict — that 
in all projects such as be was engaged in, intrigue should be 
the precursor of open action ; and as this was to be the 
peculiar r6le which the Senator was expected to play, he 
again turned to address himself to this individual. 

"Meanwhile," said he, "your tactics will be of a more 
]>acific character. I take charge of the opeu fighting — ^^hile 
yon manage the secret diplomacy of the affair. Your for* 
tune, restored to you by this opulent alliance, will enable you 
to got back the influence you have lost- You will reooire^ 
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with the uanghter of Don Augnstin, at least two hundred 
thousand dollars of dowry. Half of this you are to employ 
in making partisans in the Senate, and in what you are pleased 
to call your army. This sura you will not lose : it will be re- 
paid to you, and with usurious interest; or if it never should^ 
you still make a good thing of it. The end you will keep ia 
view," is to detach' the Senate of Sonora from the Federal 
alliance. You will find no lack of reasons for this policy. 
For instance, your State has now scarcely the privileges of a 
rimple territory ; your interests differ entirely from those of 
the central States of the Republic. Every day your laws are 
becoming more centralized. The President, who deals with 
your finances, resides at a distance of seven hundred leagues 
from your capital — it is ridiculous 1 Besides, the funds* of 
the treasury are misappropriated — the army badly paid, 
although you have to do your duty in raising the tax that ia 
to pay it — a thousand grievances can be cited. "Well, this 
will enable you to get up a pro9iwiciamento^ and before the 
news of your ^rito can reach the city of Mexico, and the 
Executive power there can send a force against you — ^aye, 
before the government troops could get half way to Sonora, 
more than two-thirds of them would desert, The others 
would come upon the ground, only to find the insurrectionary 
party too strong for them, and they themselves would b« cer- 
tain to join us. 

" Laws emanating from your own Senate — of which you 
yourself would have the control and guidance — ^laws suited 
to the manners and usages of your State, would soon become 
firmly established and respected, and Sonora would then be 
an independent government. This would be the first s 
and the moat difficult. After that the rest wov.ld be ci 
enough ; and the gold which I should furnish will bring 
about. The Senate and the army would call for a Eur>pei 
prince to place himself at their head — one who speaks ♦^ 
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By this Ught CuchUlo and Baraja^forgetfol of aU their promiseg and v„w.r-w« 
going on with the game, which had been so nddei4y interrupted that au>rnlnc « 
fiw Tillage of Haerfano.~PAaB IW. 
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I latignage and professes the same religion as themselves. 
This prince I have already provided. Now hear me, Don 
"Vicente ! as to your own share in this business. The Senate! 
Despil^irro is already a rich man, with a lady for his wife of 
whom a prince might be proud. He will be made noble — a 
count — a Grandee of Spain. A lucrative post will attach him 
to the person of the new king, and nothing is to hinder him 
from rising to the very summit of his ambition. All this I 
promise on the part of your future sovereign, King Charles 
the UrstP . 

With these words the Spaniard finished hi^ harangue. The 
BIcxican Senator, fascinated by the riches and honours thus 
promised him, grasped the hand of the bold conspirator, at 
the same time crying out with enthusiasm, " Viva I Viva 
Carlos elJ^rimero /" 

"Good!" rejoined Don Estevan, 'yith a smile. "Don 
Carlos can coiint upon one powerful partisan already in 
SoDora, and there will soon be many. But it is getting late, 
Don Vicente, and I have yet much business ta do before I 
can go to sleep. You will excuse me, then, if I V^ good- 
night to you." 

After exchanging the usual Imenas nocheSf the Senator 
retamed to his own chamber and couch, to dream oi mi 
fcitore riches and grandeur. 
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CHAPTER XXm. 

QUARRELSOME GAMESTERS. 

In a remote cbaraber of the hacienda, were lodged thofoof 
advcutuiers, Pedro Diaz, Oroche, Cuchillo, and Barajik 
These gentlemen w^ere not slow in becoming acquainted with 
one another, and this acquaintance was soon of the most 
familiar character. In the middle of the room in which all 
four were to pass the night, stood a strong oaken table, upon 
which, in an iron candlestick, was burning a long thin tallow 
candle, that gave forth a somewhat dim and doubtful light* 
By this light Cuchillo and Baraja — ^forgetful of all their pro- 
mises and vows — were going on with the game, which had 
been so suddenly interrupted that morning at the village ol 
Huerfano, 

l^edro Diaz appeared to be merely an involuntary specta- 
to'*; while Oroche, seated at one corner of the table, hit 
right leg across his left, his elbow resting on his knee — th« 
favouiitc attitude of mandolin players — accompanied his own 
voice as he sang the boleros and fandangos then most in 
vogue among the inhabitants of the coast regfon. 

Wrapped as usual in his ragged cloak, Oroche appeared to 
have the true innpiration of an artist: since he could tb"i 
elevate himself upon tlie wings of music, above the vul^ r 
consideration of the toilette, or the cleanliness and comfi t 
of the person. A bottle of mezccUy already half empty, stc I 
upon the table. From this the players occasionally h^ I 
themselves — as a finale to the elegant supper thoy ha^ ^"^ , 
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and to which Cuchillo, Baraja, and Oroche had done ample 
honour. Notwithstanding the frequent bumpera which 
Cuchillo had quaffed, he appeared to be in the worst of 
humour, and a prey to the most violent passions. His 
shaggy eyebrows, contracted by the play of these passions, 
added to the evil aspect of his physiognomy, rendering it 
even more sinister than common. Just then he was obsei*\'ed 
to cut the cards with paiticular care, lie was not playing 
with his friend Baraja for the mere sport of the thing ; for 
a moiety of the half ounce he had received from Don Este- 
van had already gone into Baraja's pockets, and Cuchillo wag 
in hopes that the attention which he had given to the cutting 
of the cards might change the luck that had hitherto been 
running against him. The careful cutting, however, went 
for nothing ; and once more the sum he had staked was swept 
into the pocket of his adversary. All at once Cuchillo flew 
off into a pas:*ion, scattering his hand of cards over the table. 
" Who the devil wants your music ?'* cried he to Oroche 
in a furious tone, " and I myself, fool that I am, to play in 

this fashion — only credit when I v/in, and cash whenever I 

lose." 
"You oifend me, Seiior Cuchillo," said Baraja, "my word 

has always passed for its value in cash." 
"Especially when you don't happen to lose," sneeringly 

added Cuchillo. 
"That is' not a very delicate insinuation," said Baraja, 

gatheiing up the cards. " Fye, iye ! SeSor Cuchillo — to get 

angry about such a trifle ! I myself have lost half a hacienda 

atplfly — after being robbed of the other half— and yet I 

never said a word about it." 
"Didn't you indeed? what's that tome? I shall speak 

M I please, Seiior Baraja, and aa loudly as I please too," 

added he, placing Ids hand upon the hilt of his knife. 
"Yea," coolly answered Baraja, "I know you use wordi 
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thdt cause your friends to drop dead; but these words aw 
hfirniless at a dijjtaiice — besides I have got a tongue as sharp 
as yours, Scfior Ciichillo." 

As Baraja said tliis, he drew his knife from its sheath — in 
which action he was imitated by liis antagonist — and both 
l^laced themselves simultaneously in an attitude for fight. 

Oroche coolly took up his mandolin — which at the interfer- 
ence of Cuchillo he had laid aside — and, like a bard of andent 
times was preparing to accompany the combat with a chaunt, 
when Diaz suddenly interposed between the two champions. 

"For shame, gentlemen I" cried he; "what I two men 
made to be mutual friends, thus to cut each other's throats for 
a few paltry dollars ! on the eve too of becoming the ownert 
of a hundred times as much I Have I not understood you to 
say, Seiior Cuchillo, that you were to be the guide of our 
expedition ? Your life is no more your own, then ; it belongs 
to us all, and you have no right to risk it. And you, Senor 
Baraja ! you^ have not the right to attempt the life of onr 
guide. Come ! put up your knives, and let there be no more 
of this matter.*' 

This speech lecalled the two combatants to their senses. 
Cuchillo remembering the grand interest he had in the stlo- 
cess of the expedition, and perceiving that the risk of life 
was playing a little too high — ^for a combat of thia sort 
usually ends in the death of one or the other — ^gave ready 
ear to the council of Diaz. Baraja, on his side, reflected that 
the dollars he had already pocketed might be better em- 
ployed than in defraying the expenses of his own funeral ; 
and on this reflection was equally ready to desist from ^h 
intention. 

" Be it so, then !»* cried Cuchillo, speaking first ; " I s f 
fice my feelings to the common good." 

" And T," said Baraja, " I am willing to follow so no^'* i 
example. I disarm — ^but — ^I shall play no more." 
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The knives were again stuck into their scabbards, and tb< 
two adversaiics mutually extended their hands to one ano- 
ther. 

At this moment, Diaz, by way^f pr^enting any allusion 
to the ^^ent A[^^^^^ suff^deidr tiiwng to Cuchillo, de« 
mand^/^ / Z/ ^ f 9j 

" Who, Seiior Cuchillo, is this young man whom I saw 
riding by your side as you came up to the hacienda ? Not* 
withstanding the friendship that appeared to exist between 
you and him, if I mistake not, I observed you regarding one 
another with an occasional glance of mistrust — not to say 
hostility. Was it not so ?'• 

Cuchillo recounted how they had found Tiburcio half dead 
upon the road, and also tlie other circumstances, already 
known to the reader; but the question put by Diaz had 
brought the red colour into the fiice of the outlaw, for it re- 
called to him how his cunning had been oiitwitted by the 
young man, and also how he had been made to tremble a 
moment under Tiburcio's menace.. Writhing under these, 
remembrances, lie was now determined to make his ven- 
gcance more secure, by enlisting his associates as accomplices 
of his design. 

**It often happens," said he, in a significant tone, "that 
one man's interest must be sacrificed to the common welfare- 
just as I have now done— docs it not ?" 

" Without doubt," replied several. 

"Well then," continued Cuchillo, "when one has given 
hbnself, body and soul, to any cause, whatever it may be, it 
becomes his duty, as in my case, to put a full and complete 
umstraint upon his affections, his passions, even liis dearest 
Interests — aye, even upon any scruples of conscience that 
might arise in an over delicate mind." 

"All the world knows that," said Baraja. 

" Just so, gentlcmea Well, I feel myself in that difiiculty ; 
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t have a too timid conscience, I fear, and I want your opiuiaci 
to guide mc." 

His audience maintained an imperturbable silence. 

" Siii^])ose, tlien," continued the outlaw, " there was a man 
whovA you all held in the highest esteem, but whose life com- 
jn\)ir.iscd the success of our expedition, what should be done 
with him ?" 

" As God lives," cried Oroche, *' I should be happy to 
find some occasion of sacrificing private interests to the coio- 
mon good." 

" But is there such a man ?" inquired Diaz, " and who may 
he be ?" 

"It's a long story," replied Cuchillo, "and its details con- 
dern only my elf— but there is such a man." 

" Caraj d 1" exclaimed Oroche, " that is enough ; he should 
be ffot rid of as speedily as possible." 

" Is that the advice of all of you ?" asked Cuchillo. 

** Of course," answered simultaneously Oroche and Barjija* 

Diaz remained silent, keeping himself out of this mysterioui 
compromise. After a little, he rose from his scat, and under 
some pretext left the chamber. 

" Well, then, gentlemen," said Cuchillo, addressing himseli 
to his two more facile comrades, " you are fully of the opinion 
that the man should be got rid of? Let me tell you, then^ 
that this man is no other than Tiburcio Arellanos." 

"Tiburciol" exclaimed the two acolytes, 

" Himself— and although, since he is one of my dearest 
friends, it goes sadly against my heait, I declai*e to yon 
that his life may render abortive all the plana of our expedi- 
tion." 

" But," interposed Baraja, " wny may he not lose it ? — ^t 
moiTOw in this hunt of wild horses there will be a thousan 
opportunities of his losing it ?" 

" True enough," said Cuchillo, in a anlenm voice. " It 
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of great importance he should not return from this hunt. 
Can I rely upon you, gentlemen?" 

" Blindly !" replied the two adventurers. 

The stoi-m was gathering over the head l)f poor Tiburcio ; 
but danger threatened him from still another quarter ; and 
long l^elbre the expected hunt, that danger would be at itfl 
height. 

The three adventurers continued their conversation, and 
were entering more particularly into the details of their de« 
rign, when a knocking at the outer door intennipted their 
AQUt^r councils. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

' TIBUBCIO IN DANGEB. 

CucHiLLO opened the door, outside of which appeared 
one of the attendants of Don Estevan. Without entering 
the man communicated his message — which was to Cuchiilc 
himself— to the effect that Don Estevan awaited him in the 
garden. The outlaw, without reply, followed the servant, 
who conducted him to an alley between two rows of grana* 
dines, where a man wrapped in his cloak was pacing to and 
fro, apparently buried in a deep meditation. It was Don 
Estevan himself. 

The approach of Cuchillo interrupted his reverie, and a 
change p^issed over his countenance." Had Cuchillo not been 
preoccupied with his own thoughts and purposes of von- 
gcance, he might have observed on the features of the Span 
iard an expression of disdainful raillery, that evidently cor 
Beroed himselfl 

" You have sent for me ?" s^d he to Don Estevan. 
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*' Tou cannot otherwise than approve of my diacretioB,* 
began the Si)aniar(l, without making answer. "I have 
allowed you time enough to sound this young fellow — ^you 
know whom I mean. Well 1 no doubt you have penetrated 
to the bottom ajid know all — you, whose perspicacity is only 
equalled by the tenderness of your conscience ?" 

There was an ascerbity in this speech which caused the 
outlaw to feel ill at ease, for it re-opened the wounds of his 
self-esteem. 

** Well," continued Don Estevan, "what have you learnt?** 

** Nothing," replied Cuchillo. 

" Nothing 1" 

" No ; the young man could tell me nothing, since he 
knew nothing himself. He has no secrets for me." 

" What 1 does he not suspect the existence of the Golden 
Valley ?" 

" He knows no more of it thaa of the GLarckn of Eden,** 
replied Cuchillo, with a confident swagger. 

" What was bringing him to the hacienda, then — ^for that 
is upon the route ? He must have some object in coining 
this way." 

^^ Oh yes 1 — he came to ask Don Augnstin to take him 
mto his service as a vaquero." 

" It is evident," said the Spaniard, in a tone of mockery^ 
"that you have gained his full confidence and know all 
about him." 

" I flatter myself, my perspicacity ^" 

" Is only equalled by the tenderness of your conscience,** 
interrupted Don Estevan, still keeping up his tone of rail* 
lery. " Well, but has this young man not confided to yc 
any other secret ? You have had a long ride together, an 
an opportunity to talk of many things. For instance, has h 
said nothing to you about an aflfair of the heart ? — ^liaa f 
not told you he was in love ?'* 
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*• Per Dios ! Who coulrl Tiburcio he in love with in these 
deserts ? The poor devil is likely to think more of a good 
horse than a pretty girl." 

** Indeed !" exclaimed the Spaniard, with a mocking laugh 
that sent a shivering through the frame of Cuchillo. " Well! 
irell I friend Cuchillo, your youth promised better than this. 
If your conscience is as callous as your perspicacity is obtuse 
— ^which God forbid — it is not likely to interfere with your 
deep.*' • 

''What do you mean, senor?" demanded Cuchillo, evi- 
dently confounded by the reproach. 

" I fear, my friend, that in thg only good action you have 
ever done, you have made a bad hand of it." 

** Good action !" repeated Cuchillo, embarrassed to know 
at what epoch of his life he had done such a thing. 

" Yes — in saving this young man's life." 

** But it was you who did that good action : as for me, it 
was only a lucrative one." 

** Be it so. I will lend it to you, notwithstanding the pro- 
verb which says we should only lend to the rich. But now 
hear what I have ascertained — I, who do not boast either of 
my scruples of conscience or of my perspicacity. This young 
man has in his pocket, at this moment, a written direction 
of the route to the Golden Valley ; moreover, he is passion- 
ately in love with Dona Rosarita, for whom he would give 
afl the gold in this valley, or all the gold in the world, and 
all the horses in Sonora, if he had them. Moreover, his 
object in coming to the Hacienda del Venado, was to make 
himself its future proprietor." 

** Blood and thunder I" oried Cuchillo, starting as if bitten 
by a snake — '' that cannot be — it is not possible I could bo 
fooled in that manner by a child I" 

^^ That child is a giant beside you, master Cuchillo," coldly 
replied Arechiza. 

8 
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" It is impossible !" exclaimed the exasperated Cuehillo. 

"Do you wish the proofs? — if you do you shall hav« 
them — ^but I may tell you they are of a nature to make you 
shudder from the crown of your head to the soles of your 
feet." 

" No matter ; I should like to hear them," said Cuehillo, 
in a suppressed voice. 

"I will not speak of your conscience — ^mark that well, 
Cuehillo ! for I know that it never shudders — ^nor yet shall I 
speak of your timidity, which I observed last night while you 
were in the presence of the jaguars — " 

Don Estevan paused, to let his words have their full 
effect. It was his design to crush by his superiority the man 
whose fidelity he had a thousand reasons to suspect. 

** Tiburcio," continued he, " is of a race — or ai)pears to be 
of a race — that unites intelligence with coui-age ; and you 
are his mortal enemy. Do you begin to understand 
me?" 

« No," said Cuehillo. 

*' Well, you will presently, after a few simple questions 
which I intend to ask you. The first is:— In your expedition 
with Arellanos, had you not a horse that stumbles in the left 
leg ?» 

" Eh !" ejaculated Cuehillo, turning pale. 

"A second question : — ^Were they really Indiana who 
murdered your companion f " 

" Perhaps it was me ?" replied the outlaw, with a hideoua 
emile. 

"Third question :— Did you not receive, in a deadly 
struggle, a "wound in the leg ? and fourth : Did you r % 
carry upon your shoulders the dead body of Arellanos ?" 

*'I did — ^to preserve it from being mutilated by . i| 
Indians.^' 

** One more question : — ^Was it for this you fling the it | 
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body inlo the neighbouring river — not quite dead, it may 
be?" 

The beams of the moon, slanting through the leaves of 
the granadines, shone with a livid reflection on the face of 
the oatlaw, who with haggard eyes listened, without com- 
prehending whence they came, to the proofs of a murder 
which he believed for ever buried in the desert. 

Cuchillo, when imparting to Don Estevan the knowledge 
of his marvelloxis secret, had of course taken care not to give 
in detail the exact manner by which he had himself become 
master of it ; he had merely stated such circumstances afi 
were necessary to convince the Spaniard of the importance 
of the discovery. It would be impossible to paint the stupe- 
fied expression of his countenance, as he listened to these 
interrogatories. The very desert itself had spoken ! 

*' Does Tiburcio know all this ?" he asked, with an ill-dis- 
sembled anxiety. 

" Xo ; but he knows that the assassin of his father had a 
horse like yours ; that he was wounded in the leg ; that he 
flung the dead body in the water. Of one matter only is he 
still ignorant — the name of the murderer. But now let me 
Bay to you ; if you give me the slightest cause to suspect 
your fidelity, I shall deliver the secret to this young man, 
who will crush you like a scorpion. Good blood never lies ; 
so I repeat it, Cuchillo ; no deception-ruo treason, or your 
life will answer for it !" 

" Well, as regards Tiburcio," muttered Cuchillo to him- 
self, " if you only keep the secret till thw time to-morrow 
night, you may then shout it in his ears : I shall have no fear 
of his hearing you.'* 

The outlaw was one of those characters who soon recover 
from a shock, similar to that he had just received. Almost 
i«i the instant he inquired, with impudent assurance : 

^But your Excellency has not proved to me that thLr 
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jroung fellow is in love with Doiia Rosaiita; and until I have 
proof of tills I shall not doubt my penetration ^" 

"Hush!" interrupted the Spaniard; "I fancy I hear 
voices !" 

Both remained silent. In advancing across the garden, 
the two men had approached nearer to the walls of the 
boil ding, and on that side of it which fronted the window 
belonging to the chamber of Rosaiita. They were still at a 
considerable distance from the window itself; but so tran- 
quil was the night, that sounds could be heard a long way 
off. As they stood to listen, a confased murmur of voiced 
reached their ears — as of two persons engaged in conversa* 
tion — but the words could not be distinguished. 

"It is the voice of Tiburcio and llosarita!" muttered the 
outlaw. 

" Did I not tell you ? You may take that^ I think, as an 
instalment of the proof you are desirous of having." 

A reflection, at this moment, came into the mind of the 
Spaniard, that struck upon his spirit like a thunderbolt. It 
M-as this ; — " If the young girl, after all, is really in love with 
this follow, what a dilemma ! I may have to renounce aU 
idea of the marriage, which I had designed as the comer- 
fitoiio of my vast edifice !" 

Don Estevan was the only one who at this time was aware 
of the real name and family of Tiburcio, and of course knew 
that he was not unworthy of the daughter of a Mexican 
haciendado. But it had never entered his mind that thii 
young girl, who only regarded Tiburcio in the light of a poor 
gambusino^^ would think for a moment of reciprocating V'" 
j)assion. His ideas were suddenly altered, however, on h< 
big the voices of Tiburcio and Rosarita, alteraating wi 
each other, with no other witness to their conversation thi 
the stars in the sky. It was evident, therefore, that Rosar 
did not regard the young rustic with an nnfevouring o* 
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An interview, Buch as this, could not be otherwise than i 
thing premeditated and prearranged. 

The heart of the S}.aRiard swelled with rage at the 
thought. Ilis ambition was suddenly alarmed : for this was 
an obstacle that had never occurred to him. His counte- 
nance exhibited a thoughtful and troubled expression. He 
found himself unexpectedly in the presence of one of those 
exigencies, which render diplomacy powerless, and absolve 
ail reasons of state. He had behind him a man ready to 
destroy whatever victims he might point out; but he 
remembered that twenty years of expiation had failed tc 
wash from his memory a murder of wliich he had been him 
self accused. Should he, then, after having passed the middle 
of his career, again embitter the remainder of his days by 
another deed of blood? On the other hand, so near the 
object of his ambition, was he to permit this barrier to stand 
in his way ? or with a bold effort to rid himself of the 
obstacle ? 

Thus it is that the ambitious continually roll before ihem 
the rock of Sisyphus ! 

"Providence," said he to himself— and as he pronounced 
the word a bitter smile played upon his lips — " Providence 
offers me an opportunity to restore to this young man his 
name and his fortune, and the honours which he has lost. 
Such a good action in my ripe age would perhaps compen- 
sate for the crime of my youth. But, no— no — I spurn 
the occasion — it is but a slight sacrifice to the cause which I 
serve." 

As he spoke, his face was turned towards Cuchillo, who 
was observing him attentively ; but the shadow of the trees 
hindered the outlaw from noting the sombre expression of 
his countenance. 

" The hour is come,** said he, speaking to Cuchillo In a 
low voice, " when our doubts arc tc be solved. But remcm 
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ber ! your projects of vengeance must remain subordinate to 
my wishes — now follow me I" 

Saying this, he walked silently towards the hacienda, fol- 
lowed by the assassin. 

The storm which threatened Tiburcio, promised soon to 
break over his head. Two dangerous enemies were 
approaching him ; Cucliillo with wounded self-esteem, and 
purposes of vengeance that caused him to gi'nd his teeth as 
he thought of them; and Don Estevan, smarting at the dis- 
covery of such an obstacle to his ambition. 

Tiburcio in going forth from his chamber, and traversing 
the path that conducted him to the appointed rendezvous, 
was under the belief he had not been observed : neither was 
he ; but unfortunately chance had now betrayed him. 

The night was not so .dark as Don £stc\'an and CuchiHo 
would hare wished ; nevertheless,' by crouching low, and 
keeping well . in to the wall that enclosed the garden, they 
succeeded in reaching a little grove of orange and citron 
trees, the foliage of which was thick enough to shelter them 
from view. From this grove, thanks to the calmness of the 
night, they could catch every word that was said — ^for 
under the shadow of the trees they were able to approach 
very near to the speakers. 

" Whatever you may hear," whispered Don Estevan in 
the ear of the other, " remain motionless as I do.'' 

" I will/' simply answered Cuchillo. 

The two now placed themselves in an attitude to see 
and hear. They were separated from the speakers by a 
slight barrier of leaves and branches, and by a distance r * 
greater than an active man could pass over in two boun 
Little did the victims of their espionage susjTect their pr • 
iniity— Utile dreamt Tiburcio of the danger that was so n ' 
him. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

LOTE TIIB0U6H THB WINDOW. 

For a time the listeners heard nothing beyond those 
common-place speeches exchanged between lovers — ^when 
the joang man doubtful of his position, makes himself heard 
in reproaches, or arguments, which to him appear all-power- 
ful, while the responses which he meets with show too plainly 
that he is either not loved at all, or that the advantages are 
on the side of th6 girl. But was this really the position oi 
Tiburcio with Bosarita ? It remains to be known. 

According to the custom of country houses throughout 
Mexico, the window of Rosarita's chamber was unglazed. 
Strong iron bai-s, forming what is called the reja^ hindered 
an entrance from without ; and behind this reja, lit up by 
the lamp in the chamber, the young girl was standing in an 
attitade of graceful ease. In the calm and perfumed night 
she appeared even more charming than when seen in the 
brilliant saloon — ^for it is behind the railing of these bal- 
conies that the women of Spanish race appear to the greatest 
adTantage. 

A reboso of silk was thrown over her head, falling over 
her shoulders in graceful undulations. The window running 
quite down to the level of the floor, concealed nothing of 
her person ; she was visible from the crown of her head to 
the satin slipper that covered her pretty little foot ; and tlie 
outline of her figure formed in a graceful silhouette, against 
the light burning within. ^ 

Tiburdo, his forehead resting against the bars, appeared to 
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Struggle with a painftd conviction that was fast forcing itsel! 
upon him. 

"Ah !" said he, "I have not forgotten, as yon, Rosarita, 
the day when I first saw you in the forest. The twilight was 
so sombre I could scarce make out your fjrni, which 
appeared like the graceful shadow of some siren of the 
woods. Your voice I could hear, and there was something 
in it that channed my soul — something that I had never 
heard till that moment." 

"1 have never forgotten the ser\'ice you rendered us," 
said the young girl ; " but why recall those times ? they are 
long past.'' 

" Long past ! no, not to me, Rosarita — that scene appears 
to me as if it had happened yesterday. Yes," continued the 
young man, in a tone of melancholy, " when the light of the 
camp-fire by little and little enabled me to observe the radi- 
ant beauty of your face, I can scarce describe the emotion 
which it gave me." 

Had Tiburcio, instead of looking to the ground, but raised 
his eyes at that moment, he might have noticed upon the 
countenance of Rosarita, an expression of interest, while a 
slight blush reddened her cheeks. Perhaps her heart was 
scarce touched, but rarely does woman listen, without plea- 
sure, to those impassioned tones that speak the praises of her 
beauty. 

Hburcio continued in a voice still sofler and more marked 
by emotion : — " I have not forgotten the flowers of the lianas 
which I gathered for you, and that seemed to give forth 
a sweeter perfume when mingled with the tresses of your 
hair. Ah I it was a subtle poison that was entering into 
heart, and which has resulted in* filling it with an incura 
passion. Ah ! fool that I have been 1 Is it possible, Ro 
rita, that you have forgotten those sweet souvenira up 
which I have lived from that d.iy up to the present hour? 



LOTB THROUGH THE WINDOW. 171 

There are certain moments of indiscretion in the life of 
most women, of which they have a dislike to bo reminded, 
Was it so with Rosarita ? She was silent fur a while, as if 
her rebellions memory could not recall the particulars men- 
tioned by Tiburcio. 

** No," at length answered she, in a tone so low as not to 
betray a slight trembling of her voice, " I do not forget, but 
we were then only children — to-day — ^^ 

"To-day," mterrupted Tiburcio in a tone of bitter 
»^proacb, " to-day that is all forgotten, since a Senator from 
Arispe has condescended to comprise you in his projects of 
ambition." 

The melodious voice of Rosarita was now heard in a tono 
of disdainful anger. Tibm'cio had wounded her pride. 

'* Comprise me in his projects of ambition," said she, her 
beautiful nostrils curving scornfully as she spoke, " and who 
has told you, senor, that it is not I who condescend ?" 

" This stranger, too^" continued Tiburcio, still preserving 
hia reproachful manner, " this Don Estevan — ^whom 1 hate 
even worse than the Senator — has talked to you of the plear 
sures of Madiid — of the wonderful countries that lie beyond 
the sea — and you wish to see them with your own 
eyes I" 

"Indeed I acknowledge," answered Rosarita, "that in 
these deserts life appears to me dull enough. Something 
teDs me that I was not made to die without taking part in 
those splendours of the world of which I have heard so much. 
What can you offer to me — to my father ?" 

" I und?rstand now," cned Tiburcio with despairing bi^ 
tprncRs, " to be poor, an orphan, unhappy — these are not the 
I? Jes to wir the heart of a woman." 

'' Tou are unjust, Tiburcio. It is almost always the very 
reverse that happens— for it is tie instinct of a woman to 
prefer tnoso who are as you say. But it is difTerent witk 

8* 
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fathers, who, alas I rarely share this preference with theif 
daughters." 

Til ere was in these last words a sort of tacit avowal which 
Tibiircio evidently did not comprehend — ^for he continued his 
reproaches and bitter recriminations, causing the young girl 
many a sigh as she listened to them. 

" Of course you love this Senator," said he. "Do not 
talk, then, of being compelled I" 

" Who talks of being compelled ?" said Rosarita, hastily 
interrupting the young man. " I said nothing of compul- 
sion, I only spoke of the desire which my father has already- 
manifested ; and against his will, the hopes you may havo 
conceived would be nothing more than chimeras or idle 
dreams." 

" And this will of your father is to throw you into the 
arras of a mined prodigal, who has no other aim than to 
build up the fortune he has squandered in dissipation, and 
satisfy his ambitious desires? Say, Rosarita, say I is this 
will in consonance with your own ? Does your heart agree 
to it ? If it is not, and there is the least compulsion upon 
you, how happy should I be to contest for you with thia 
rival. Ah ! you do not make answer — you love him, Rosa- 
rita? And I — Oh! why did they not leave me to die upoa 
the road?" 

At this moment a slight rustling was hoard in the grove 
of oranges, where Don Estevan and CuchDlo wore crouching 
in concealment. 

" Hush !" said the young girl, " did you not hear a 
noise ?" 

Tiburcio turned himself quickly, his eye on fire, his heaiir 
beating joyfully with the hope of having some one upou 
which to vent the terrible anger that tortured it— but the 
rays of the mooi. shone only upon the silvery ft tiage — all 
was quiet around, . . 
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He then resumed his gloomy and pensive attitude. Sad- 
ness had again taken possession of his soul, through which 
the quick burst of anger had passed as lightning through a 
sombre sky. 

** Very likely," said he, with a melancholy smile, " it is the 
Bpirit of some poor lover who has died from despair." 

**Santisima VirgenI" exclaimed Rosarita, making the 
sign of the cross. " You make me afraid, Tiburcio. Do 
you believe that one could die of love ?" she inquired in a 
tone of na'iveti, 

" It may be," replied Tiburcio, with a sad smile still play- 
ing upon his lips. Then changing his tone, he continued, 
" Hear me, Rosarita I you are ambitious, you have said so — 
hear me then I Supposing I could give you all that has been 
promised you ? hitherto I have preferred to plead the cause 
of Tiburcio poor and an orphan ; I shall now advocate that 
of Tiburcio Arellanos on the eve of becoming rich and pow- 
erful ; noble too I shall become— ^for I shall make myself an 
illustrious name and offer it to you." 

As he said these words the young man raised his eyes 
towards heaven : his countenance exhibited an altered 
expression, as if there was revived in his soul the pride of an 
ancient race. 

For the first time since the commencement of the inter^ 
view, Tiburcio was talking sendbly, and the daughter of Eve 
appeared to listen with more attention than what she had 
hitherto exhibited. 

Meanwhile the two spies were also listening attentively 
fi-om their hiding-place among the oranges. Kot a woid of 
what was said, not a gesture escaped them. The last speech 
of Tiburcio had caused them to exchange a rapid glance. 
The countenance of the outlaw betrayed an expression of 
rage mingled with shame. After the impudent manner in 
which he had boasted of bis penetration, he felt confounded 
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in the presence of Don Estevan, whose eyes were fixed npoa 
him with a look of implacable raillery. 

" We shall see now," whispered the Spaniard, " whether 
this young fellow knows no more of the situation of the Grol 
den Valley than he does of the Garden of Eden." 

Cuchillo quailed under this terrible irony, bat made no 
reply. 

As yet Don Estevan had learnt nothing new. The essen- 
tial object with him was to discover whether Tiburcio's pas- 
sion was reciprocated : the rest was of little importance. la 
the behaviour of Rosarita there was ceitainly something that 
betrayed a tender compassion for the adopted son of Arel- 
lanos ; but was this a sign of love? That was the qaestioa 
to which Don Estevan desired to have the answer. 

Meanwhile, having excited the evil passions of the outlaw 
to the highest pitch, he judged it prudent to moderate them 
again : an explosion at that moment would not have been 
politic on his part. A murder committed before his fece, 
even though he had not ordered it either by word or gesture, 
would at least exhibit a certain complicity with the assassin, 
and deprive him of that authority which he now exercised 
over Cuchillo. 

" Not for your life I" said he, firmly grasping the arm of 
the outlaw, whose hand rested upon his knife. ** Not for 
your soul's safety 1 Remember I till I give the word, the 
life of this young man is sacred. Ilush I" he continued, 
*' listen 1" and still holding the outlaw by the arm, he turned 
his eyes upon Tiburcio, who had again conmienced speak- 
iug. 

," Why should I conceal it from yon longer?" exclaimed 
the young man, in a tone to which the attentive attitude of 
Rosarita had lent animation. " Hear me, tl:en I honoui-s— 
riches — power I can lay at your foct, but yo i alone can enar 
ble me to efiTect this miracle." 



IiOVB THBOUGH THB WINDOW* 181 

RoBarita fixed her eyes upon the speaker with aii inteiro* 
gatory expression. 

"Perhaps I should have told you sooner,'* contmued 
l^burcio, " that my adopted mother no longer lives — " 

"I know it," interrupted the young girl, "you are 
alone in the world; I heard it this evening from my 
» ihtlier." 

The voice of Rosarita, in pronouncing these words, was 
soft as the breeze that sighed through the groves of oranges ; 
and her hand, falling as if by chance into that of Tiburcio, 
did not appear to shun the pressure given to it. 

At the sight of this, the hand of Don Estevan gradually 
relaxed it« hold upon the arm of Cuchillo. 

'* Yes," continued Tiburcio, " my mother died in poverty, 
though she has left me a valuable inheritance, and at the 
same time a legacy of vengeance. True, it is a dangerous 
secret of which I am the heir, for it has already been death to 
those who posscased it ; nevertheless it will furnish the means 
to raise myself to an opulence like your own. The ven- 
geance which I have sworn to accomplish must be delayed, 
but it shall not be forgotten. I shall yet seek the murderer 
of Arellanos." ~ 

At these words Cuchillo turned pale, impatiently grinding 
his teeth. His arm was no longer restrained, Don Estevan 
grasped it no more, for he saw that the hand of Rosarita 
was still pressed by that of Tiburcio. 

"Hear me further I" continued the young man. " About 
sixty leagues from here, in the heart of the Indian country, 
there is a placer of gold of incalculable richness ; it was dis- 
covered by my adopted father. My mother on her death- 
bed gave me full directions to find the place ; and all this 
gold may be mine, Rosarita, if you will only love me. With- 
out youi love I care nothing for it. What should I do with 
nch riches 7'* 
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Tiburcio awaited the answer of Rosarita. Ihat answef 
fell upon his heart like the tolling of a funeral knell. 

"I hope, Tiburcio," said she, with a significant smile, 
" til at this is onlj a ruse on your part to put me to the proof 
— I h Dpe so, because I do not wish to believe that you have 
acted so vile a part as to make yourself master of a secret 
that belongs to another." 

" The secret of another i" cried the young man in a voice 
hoarse with astonishment. 

" Yes, a secret which belongs only to Don Estevan. I 
know it" — " - 

Tiburcio at once fell from the summit of his dreams. So 
his secret, too, was lost to him as well as her whom he loved : 
this secret upon which he had built his sweetest hopes; and 
to add to the bitterness of his disappointment, she too — for 
whoso sake alone he had valued it — she to accuse him of 
treason I 

"Ah!" cried he, "Don Estevan knows of the Golden 
Valley ?" peihaps then he can tell me who murdered my 
father! Oh I my God!" ciied he, striking the ground with 
his heel, " perhaps it was himself!" 

" Pray God rather to protect you, — ^you will need dU hin 
grace I" cried a rough voice, which caused Rosai-iba to utter 
a cry of ten'or as she saw a dark form — ^that of a man rush- 
ing forward and flinging himself upon Tiburcio. 

The young man, before he could place himself in an atti- 
tude of defence, received a severe wound, and losing his 
balance fell to the ground. The next moment his enemy was 
over him. For some minutes the two struggled togetl»'»r 
in silence — nothing was heard but their loud quick breathi . 
The knife of Cuchillo, already stained with blood, 'a I 
escaped from his hand, and lay gleaming upon the gron I 
without his. being able to reach it. 
" Now, villain, we are quits,** cried Tiburcio, who witl i 
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effort of supreme strength had got uppermost, and waa 
kneeling upon the breast of the outlaw. " Villain I" repeated 
he, as he endeavoured to get hold of his poignard : " you 
Bball die the death of an assassin.'' 

Places had suddenly changed — ^Tiburcio was now the 
aggressor, but at tliis moment a third personage appeared 
upon the scene. It was Don Estevan. 

" Hold,'' screamed Kosarita, " hold, for the love of the 
Holy Virgin! This young man is my father's guest; hia 
life is sacred under our roof." 

Don E»tevan gi*aspcd the arm that was raised to strike 
Cnchillo, and as Tiburcio turned to see what thus interfered 
between him and his vengeance, the outlaw glided from under 
liim. 

Tiburcio now sprang up, rolled bis scrape around his left 
arm, and holding it as a shield, stood with his body inclined 
backward, his left leg advanced, and his right hand firmly 
grasping his weapon, in the attitude of an ancient gladiator. 
He appeared for a mohient as if choosing upon which of hL«i 
antagonists he would first launch himself. 

"You call this being quits!" cried Cuchillo, liis breast 
rtifl heaving from the pressure of Tiburcio's knee. " Your 
life belongs to me — I only lent it to you, and I shall now take 
it back." 

" Come on dog !" shouted Tiburcio, in answer ; " and you 
too, Don Estevan, you cowardly assassin I you who pay for 
the murder of defenceless people." 

The countenanccof the Spaniard turned livid pale at this 
tmexpected accusation. He instantly drew his dagger, and 
crying out : — ** Down with him Cuchillo !" rushed furiously 
forward to the attack. 

No doubt Tiburcio would soon have succumbed before 
two such formidable antagonists, but at this moment a red 
light flashed upon the combatants, as Dona Rosarita, with 
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a flaming torch in her hand, rushed forwai-d between 
them." 

The aspect of Tiburcio, who, despite the odds against him, 
and the blood that was running from his arm, still fearlessly 
maintained his defensive attitude, caused the heart of RosaiiU 
to beat with sympathetic admiration. This sanguinary cK- 
nouement to their interview, was pleading the cause of the 
jover far more eloquently than eitlier his reproaches or pro- 
mises ! 

The first impulse of Rosarita was to fling herself into the 
arms of the young man so daring and beautiful. She was 
restrained only from following this impulse, by a feeling of 
feminine delicacy ; and for an instant Tiburcio seemed the 
one about whom she was least concerned. 

"Oh I my God!" cried she, *'are you wounded? Don 
Estevan ? Senor Cuchillo ? Seiior Aj-echiza ! retire ; for the 
love of the Virgin, let not the world know that a cnme has 
been committed in our house." 

The excited bearing of the young girl, her bosom heaving 
under the light tissue of her dress, her reboso floating behbd 
her, mingled with the long dark tresses of her disheveH^ 
hair — all these, added to the proud savage beauty of her 
countenance — commanded respect ; and as if by enchant- 
ment, the weapons of the combatants were restored to their 
sheaths. 

Cuchillo growled like a dog newly muzzled, while Don 
Estevan preserved a sombre silence. Both walked away 
from the ground, and their forms were soon lost in the dark- 
ness. 

Tiburcio, with face upturned, his eyes still flashing /w h 
rage, his features illuminated with the red light of the tor \ 
remained for some moments without changing his attiti e. 
His features exhibited that superb expression that dan it 
only magnifies into grandeur. Gradually, however, t ii 



LOTS THBOUGH IBE WINDOW. 18S 

tone becstme softened, aod an air of melanclioly succeeded it, 
as his eyes rested upon Rosarita. The young girl had sud- 
denly l)ecome pale, under the reaction of such vivid emotions, 
as well as under the influence of the powerful sentiment now 
rekindled within her heart. Acting under this Lifiuence as 
well, she hastily aiTanged her scarf in order to cover her 
nude shoulders, and the palpitating movements of her 
bosom. Even her motive for this was misunderstood by 
Hburcio. 

•* Rosarita!" he said, speaking with perfect calmness, "I 
might have doubted your words, but your actions have spo- 
ken more plainly. It was to my enemies you first ran, though 
my blood was spilling : all your fears appeared to be for Don 
Eatevan." 

"God knows that I do not deserve this reproach," said 
the young girl, as with a iook of terror she saw the blood 
streaming to the ground. At the same instant she advanced 
to examine the wound. 

Tibnrcio repulsed her by stepping backward, 

"It is too late," said he with a bitter smile, " the evil is 
done. Adieu I I have been too long your guest. The hos- 
pitality of your house is fatal to me. Under your roof my 
Kfe has been threatened, my dearest hopes have been crushed ! 
Adieu, Rosarita I Adieu I" 

As he pronounced the last words, ho turned and walked 
hastily away. There was a broken place in the wall of the 
enclosure, and towards this he directed his steps. A hun* 
dred paces beyond, the forest comraeneed, and the dark 
sombre trees were visible through the opening. The myste- 
rious light he had already noticed, was still glimmering 
feebly above their tops. 

"Where are you going Tiburcio?" cried the young girl, 
her hands joined and her eyes filling with tears, " my father*! 
roof will protect you." 
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Tiburcio only answered by a negative shake of 
head, 

" Bat yonder," continued Rosarita, pointing to the wc 
" yonder, alone and without defence — dangei>^-death ni 
await you." 

" God will send me friends," answered Tiburcio, glancing 
towards the distant light. "The hospitality of the wandei 
ing traveller — a sleep by his camp fire — will be safer for md 
than that of your father's roof." And Tiburcio continued 1 
advance towards the breach with a gentle but resolute step.^ 

" For the love of heaven do not expose yourself to dao-1 
gcrs that may perhaps arise when I am no longer present to j 
prutt'ct you I I tell you out yonder you will be risking your » 
life ;" then giving to her voice a tone of persuaave softuess, 
she continued, "In what place, Tiburcio, will you be safer 
than with me ?" 

Tiburcio's resolution was for a moment shaken, and be 
paused to make answer. 

" One word, Rosarita !" said he ; " say that you hate my 
rival as I hate him — say this, and I remain." 

A violent' conflict appeared to arise in the breast of Rosa- 
rita. Ilor bosom swelled with conflicting emotions, as she 
fixed upon Tiburcio a glance of tender reproach, but she 
remained silent. 

To a man of Tiburcio*s age the heart of a woman is a 
sealed book. Not till we have lost the attractions of youth 
— ^so powerful, despite its inexperience — ^are we able to pene- 
trate the mysteries of the female heart — a sad compensation 
which God accords to the maturity of age. At thirty yr — 9 
Tiburcio would have remained. Put he was yet only twe- 
four ; he had spent his whole life in the desert, and this 1 
his first love. 

" You will not say it ? Adieu, then," cried he, " I ai 
longer your guest," and saying this, he leaped over the 
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ken urall, before the young girl could offer any opposition to 
his departure. 

Stupefied by this unexpected movement, she mounted 
upon the fragments that lay at the bottom of the wall, and 
stretching her arms toward the forest, she cried out — 

*' Tiburcio ! Tiburcio ! do not leave us so ; do you wish to 
bring upon our house the malediction of heaven ?" 

But her voice -was either lost to his ears, or he disdained 
to reply. 

She listened a moment, she could hear the sound of his 
»tsteps fast dying in the distance— until they could be 
/ Aeard no more. 

' . ^*' Oh ! my God," cried she, falling upon her knees in an 
' altitude of prayer, " protect this young man from the dan- 
I gers that threaten him. Oh God ! watch over him, for alas! 
' he carries with him my heart." 

Then forgetting in her grief her projects of ambition, the 
win of her father, all that deceptive confidence, which had 
kept silent the voice of a love, of the existence of which she 
was hitherto almost ignorant — the young girl rose hastily 
^ from her knees, once more moimted upon the wall, and iu a 
heart-rending voice called out^ 

** Come hack! Tiburcio ; conht hack I Ilo7je 07ily you /*» 
j Bat no answer was returned, and wrapping her face in her 
reboso, she sat down and wept. 

Before returning to her chamber she cast one more look 
* in the direction of the forest, but the woods were still enve- 
loped in the obscurity of night; all was sombre and silent, 
t\ongh in the distance the feeble light was still glimmerini^ 
I er the tree tops. All at once it appeared for an instant to 
I sh more bnghtly, as if offering a welcopie to him who had 
longer a home I 



IM TBB WOOD-BAWOKM. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

AK ABBUPT DEPABTUBB. 

Don Estevax and Cuchillo, on leaving the ground of i5j€ 
combat, returned to the alley of granadines ; but for some 
time not a word passed between them. Don Estevan was 
buried in a profound meditation. More skilled than hia 
coarse companion in the mysteries of the female heart, he had 
divined, before the end of the dialogue between Ros:iritajind 
Tiburcio, that the young girl felt for the latter a tender senti- 
ment. It was true it was just germinating in her soul; but 
the accents of her voice, her gestures, and other signs, dis- 
covered to the experienced intelligence of Don Estevan that 
she really loved Tiburcio, though herself not yet aware of the 
extent of that love. 

For Tiburcio knowing the secret of the Golden Valley, 
Don Estevan cared little — that was a matter of secondary 
importance; but Tiburcio's love reciprocated by Doiia 
Rosarita was a very different affair. This at once presente^l 
a series of obstacles to the ambitious projects of the Spiniard. 
Tiburcio then must be got out of the way at all hazards, and 
at any price. Such are the terrible exigencies of ambition. 

It only remained to adopt some plan ; but the Spani rd 
was not then in the spirit to think of one. He was writl )g 
at the inadvertence that had just happened. 

"The clumsy fool !" he muttered, but loud enough fc iii 
companion to hear him. 

"Is it of me your excellency is speaking?" inq" jd 
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Cuchillo, in a tone that savoured strongly of his usual impu- 
dence. 

"Who else could I mean, you sot? You who neithej 
kucw how to use strength or stratagem! A woman has 
accomplished what you could not do ! I have told you that 
this chiu' is a giant to you ; and had it not been for me " 

''Had it not been for you," interrupted the outlaw, "this 
joung fellow would not now have been living to trouble us." 

" How, sir ?" demanded Don Estevan. 

** Last night, as I was bringing him to your bivouac, the 
fellow did an outrage to my honour, and actually threatened 
me. I was about putting an end to our differences by a shot 
from my carbine, when your precious old fool of a servant, 
Benito, came galloping up, and of course I had to renounce 
my design. So you i?ee, the only good action I have ever done, 
has brought me to grief. Such is the reward of our virtue 1" 

"Speak for yourself, my droll fellow!" said the Spaniard, 
whoso pride revolted at being thus classed with such com- 
pany as the outlaw. " But if that could be outraged which 
does not exist, may I ask what attempt this young man made 
upon your honour ?" 

" I do not know myself— it was something that happened 
with my horse, who has the fault " 

Cachillo ijUerrupted himself as one who has mado an 
imprudent speech, 

"The fmlt of stumbling in the left fore-leg?" added Don 
Estevan. " I see — this old history of the murder of Arel- 
ianos." 

"I did not murder him," cried the outlaw, impudently. 
**Ihad reasons not to like him ; but I pardoned him, for all 
lliat." 

**0h! you are so magnanimous! But come, an end to 
these pleasantries. It remains for you to get this young man 
oul of the way. I have my reasons for wishing it so — among 
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others, he knows our secret. I gave you a half onsa lo save 
bis life. To-day I have different views regarding him; and 
I promise to give you twenty omas when I am assured that 
he is no longer alive." 

" Agreed, Don Estevan ; and in to-morrow's hunt of these 
wild horses, it will be strange if Tiburcio Arellanos don*t 
knock his brains out against either a rock or the trunk of a 
tree, or at least get himself into some corner, where he wonH 
be able to find his way out again. The only regret I have 
is, that I shall have to share these twenty onza^ with my 
friends, Baraja and Oroche." 

" To-morrow 1" exclaimed Don Estevan ; " and who knows 
but that to-morrow may be too late ? Is the night not bet- 
ter for your purpose ? Are you not three to one ? Who is 
to assure you that to-morrow I may not change my mind?** 

This threat seriously alarmed Cuchillo. 

" Carramba ! your excellency is quick to decide ; you ara 
not of those who leave for to-morrow what should be done 
to-day. Pues — then — ^I shall try my best. In fact, it is very 
quiet here — I wonder the cries of this young woman have 
not startled the whole house. There's not a creature about.** 

Such was in reality the case. Notwithstanding the noise 
of the stroiggle between Tiburcio and his assailants, and later 
still, the cries of Rosarita, no one had been awakened. Tlio 
vast extent of the building prevented these sounds from being 
heard, particularly as ail the domestics of the hacienda, as 
well as the proprietor himself^ were buried in a profound 
slumber. 

Cuchillo now directed himself toward the apartment where 
he had left his comrades ; Don Estevan returning at the sr* le 
time to his own chamber. The moon once more poured jr 
soft, silvery light upon the grove of oranges, as if no cr le 
had ever been attempted in that tranquil spot. 

Don Estevan did not go to rest ; but for a long time pp f 
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lo and fro across his ample chamber, witb the air of one 
accustomed to watch over ambitious projects while others 
were asleep. 

After a lapse of time, Cuchillo was heard knocking soflly 
at his door; and as soon as it was opened, the hired assassin 
stepped in. His confused looks caused Don Estevan to 
tremble. Was the deed already done ? He wished it, yet 
fisored to ask the qnestion. Cuchillo relieved him fi*om his 
embari-assment by speaking first. 

" My twenty onzas are gone to the devil !>' said he, in a 
lugubrious tone. 

" Uow ?" hastily inquired Don Estevan. 

''The bird has fiown: the young man is no longer about 
the place." 

"Gone!" exclaimed Don Estevan. "And you have let 
him escape ?" 

"How could I hinder him? This brute, Baraja, as well 
as OrocKc, were both drunk with mezcal ; and Diaz refused 
to assist me, point blank. While I was endeavouring lo 
arouse the other two, the fellow had taken leg bail through 
an opening in the wall of the garden — at least that's all we 
ean make out." 

"And how have you arrived at this conjecture?" asked 
Don Estevan, angrily striking the floor with his foot. 

"Why, when we arrived at the place, the Dona Rosarita 
was clinging over the wall, no doubt guided there by Tibur- 
do. He could not be far off at the time, for she was still 
calling upon him to return ; and judging by the love-speeche:j 
die was making, she must have earnestly desired it." 

"She loves him, then?" 

"Passionately — or her words and her accents are aH deceit'. 

Came back!^ she cried, * Tlburcio, come back! Hove only 
JfOtf/' These were the last words I heard'; for shortly aflcf 
Ae left the wall, and went back to her room." 
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" Wo must to horse and pursue him !" cried Don Estcran, 
hurrying to make ready; "yes, there is no help for it now. 
The success of our expedition depends upon the life of this 
ragged fellow. Go! arouse Benito and the others. Teli 
them to saddle the horses. Wani your friends in the cham- 
ber that we must be eh route m nn hour. Away ! while I 
awake Don Augustin and the Senator." 

"Just as I have known him for twenty years," muttered 
Cuchillo, as he hastened to his companions, " always awake, 
always ready for the' greatest obstacles. Well, if with hia 
character he has not made way in his own country, I fear 
that in Europe t)er8everance and energy are not worth 
much." 

Don Estevan, as soon as Cuchillo had left him, spent a few- 
minutes in putting himself once more in travelling costume, 
and then repaired to the chamber of the Senator. He found 
the door open — as is the custom in a country where people 
spend most of their lives outside their houses. The raoon 
was beaming full through the large window, and her light 
illumined the chamber as well as the couch upon which the 
Senator was sleeping. 

"What is it, Don Estevan?" cried the Senator, suddenly- 
leaping up in his bed ; " Senor Duke, I should say." Traga- 
duros had been dreaming of the court of the King of Spain. 

"What is it, your grace ?" 

*' I come to take leave of you, and to give you my final 
instructions." 

" Eh I what ?" said the Senator. " la the hour late ? oi 
have I been three days asleep ?" 

" No," gravely replied the Spaniard, " but there is a serit 
danger that menaces our projects — both youra and mi 
This young rustic, whom we found on the road, knows 
about the Golden Valley ; and what is still worse, he lo' 
Dona Rosarita, and Dona Rosarita loves him." 
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Tragadnros, instead of starting up at this announoement, 
sank back upon his pillow, crying out : 

"Adieu then to the million dollars of dowry! adieu to 
those beautiful plains covered with horses and cattle, which 
I already believed my own! adieu to the honoui-s of the 
court of Carlos el Primero /»» 

^ Come ! all is not yet lost,'' said Don Estevan. " The 
evil may be remedied if taken in time. This young fellow 
has quitted the hacienda. It will be necessary to follow and 
find him before he gets out of the way. So much the 
worse for him, if his evil star is in opposition to yours." 

The Spaniard said no more of his designs with regard to 
Tiborcio. As to the Senator, it was of little impv^rtanco to 
liim how he was to be disembarrassed of so dangerous a 
rival, so long as he himself should not be troubled with the 
matter. 

" Whatever may be the end of it," added Don Estevan, 
**one thing is certain — ^the young fellow will never be 
allowed to come back to this house, for I shall arrange that 
with Don Augustin. You will therefore be master of the 
situation, and will have eveiy thing your own way. 3Iake 
the young lady love you — ^it will bo easy enough — your 
rival will be absent, he may be dead — for these deserts are 
dangerous, and you know the old proverb about abscnc e ?" 

** I shall make myself irresistible I" said the Senator, " for 
onco yesterday I feel as if I was pn fire about this lovely 
creature, who appears to have come dowQ direct from 
heaven — and then — such a dowry J*' 

**No man ever aimed at an object more desirable than 
this immense dowry and this fair flower of the desert. 
Spare no pwia, therefbre, to win both the lacly aud the for- 
tune,'' 

** If necessary I shall spin for her, as Hercules at the fcort 
0fOmphal6." 

9 
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^'Ha, ha, ha !*' laughed the Spaniard. *^If Hercules had 
any merits in the eyes of Oraphale, it was not on account of 
his spinning, but because he was Hercules. No— do better 
than spin. To-morrow Don Augustin has a hunt among 
his wild steeds; there will be an opportunity for yea to 
distinguish yourseif by some daring exploit. Mount one oi 
the wildest of the horses, for the honour of the beautiful eyes 
of Kosarita, and after having tamed him, ride him up panting 
into her presence. That will gain you more grace than 
handling the thread and distaff d la Hercules,'*^ 

The Senator responded to these councils with a sigh: 
and Don Estevan, haying given him fuither instructions aa 
to how he was to act during the absence of the expedition, 
took leave of hinfi, and repaired to the chamber of Don 
Augustin. 

The clank of his heavy spurs, as he entered the sleeping- 
apartment of the haciendado, awoke the latter — who on 
opening his eyes and seeing his nocturnal visitor in full 
riding-costume, cried out : 

" What ! is it time to set forth upon the chase ? I did 
not know the hour was so late I" 

*' No, Don Augustin," replied the Spaniard, " but for me 
the hour has come to set forth upon a more serious pui-suit 
than that of wild horses. I hasten to pui-sue the enemy of 
your house — ^the man who has abused your hospitality, and 
who, if not captured, may bring ruin upon all our projects.** 

*^The enemy of my house I the man who has abused my 
hospitality !" cried the haciendado, starting up in astonish* 
ment, and seizing a long Toledo rapier that hung by the sidA 
of his bed, ^^ Who is the man that has acted so, Don £st< 
ran V" 

^^ Be calm !" said Don Estevan, smiling inwardly at tl 
contrast exhit>ited between the spirit pf the haciendado ai 
il^e pusillanimity of the Senator. ^^Be calm! the enomx 
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tfpeak of is no longer ander yonr roof— -he has fled beyond 
the reach of your just vengeance.'^ 

"But who is he?" impatiently demanded Don Augustin. 

" Tiburcio Arellanos." 

" What 1 Tiburcio Arellanos my enemy I I do not believe 
it. Loyalty and courage are the characteristics of thii! 
young man. I shall never believe him a traitor." 

" Ue knows the situation of the Golden Valley I Further- 
more, he loves your daughter I" 

" Is that all t Why, I was aware of these facts already I" 

"Tes, but your daughter loves him — ^perhaps you were 
not aware of that &ct ?" 

Don Estevan here detailed the events that had just tran- 
spired, and which proved that the passion of the young 
gambusino was redprocated by Rosarita. 

" Well !»• calmly rejoined Don Augustin ; " so much the 
worse for the Senator I" 

This reply could not fail to astonish the Spaniard, and 
create a feeling of disappointment. 

"Remember," said he, "remember, Don Augustin Peiia, 
that you have engaged your word — not only to me, not only 
to Tragaduros, but to a prince of the blood royal of Spain, 
from whose brow this apparently simple incident — the ca- 
price of a young girl — may snatch a crown. Think too of 
your country — ^its future glory and greatness — all dependent 
on the promise you have given — ^" 

** Why," interrupted Don Augustin, " why set forth all 
these considerations ? After my promise has been given, I 
never retract my word. But it is only to the Duke de Ar- 
mada I have engaged myself, and he alone can free me from 
that engagement. Are you satisfied with this assurance ?" 

" How could I be otherwise ?" cried the Spaniard, holding 
out his hand to the noble haciehdado. "Enough ! I have 
jour word. It will be necessary for me to leave you without 
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fiirther delay. ThiB young fellow may find comriides to 
accompany him to the Golden Valley. There U not a 
moment, therefore, to be lost. I most at once proceed to 
Tubac. Adieu, my friend, adieu !" 

Don Augostin would have risen to accompany his guest to 
the gates, but the Spaniard would not permit him, and they 
parted without farther ceremony. 

When Don Estevan reached the comt-yard, his attendants 
and domestics were found in readiness to depart. The mulei 
had been packed, and the remuda collected in charge of the 
driver. The followers, Cuohillo, Baraja, Oroche, and Pedro 
Diaz were already in their saddles — ^the last mounted on a 
magnificent and fiery steed, which told that the generous 
haciendado had kept his promise. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

THE LONB FIBE IN THB FOSEST. 

' The motive for this hasty departure from the hacienda 
was unknown only to Benito and the other domestics. The 
cavalier adventurers were aware of its object, though two 
of them, Baraja and Oroche, had no very clear understand* 
ing upon the matter. The fumes of the mezcal were still 
in their heads, and it was with difficulty they could bala:"*^ 
thomselves in the saddle. They were sensible of their sit ^ 
tion, and did their best to conceal it from the eyes of i 
clnef. 

*'Am I striuglit in my stirrups?*' whispered Oro 
addressing himself to Baraja. 
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^Straight as a bamboo !*' replied the other. *'Do I 
q^pear firm ?^ ioqnired he in torn. 

" Firm as a rock," was the response. 

Thanks to the efforts they were making to keep themselvee 
upright, Don Estevan, as he glanced over the ranks of his 
followers, did not observe anything amiss. Cuchillo, how- 
ever, knowing that they were not in a fit state for inspection 
regarded them with an anxious glance. 

As Don Estevan was about to mount, the outlaw rode up 
to him, and pointing to the others with an expressive ges- 
ture, said, ^'If your honour desires me to act as guide, and 
give the order of march, I am ready to enter upon my 
duties.*' 

"Very well," replied Don Estevan, springing into the 
•addle, ^* commence at any moment, but let us be gone as 
soon as possible.** 

" Benito !" shouted the newly appointed guide, *' take the 
remuda and recua in advance ; you will wait for us at the 
bridge of the SalCo de Agua?^ 

Benito, with the other attendants, obeyed the order in 
ttlence; and the moment after were moving with their 
respective charges along the road loading to Tubac. A 
little later the cavalcade rode out of the couit yard of the 
hacienda, and turning round the wall of the enclosure, 
guided by Cuchillo, proceeded toward the breach through 
which Tlburdo had passed. The guide was riding by the 
tide of Don Estevan. 

"We have fi>und his traces," said he to the chief, as they 
moved forward ; " he is down in the forest." 

" Where P" 

"Do you see a light yonder shining through the trees?" 

The mysterious light was gleaming, just as Tiburcio had 
first seen it from his window. It was to this that Cuchilk 
directed the attention of the chief. 
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•' Tes," replied the latter, «* wliat of it ?» 

*' It is the camp-fire of some traveHeiB; and in oil probar 
bility the fellow will be found there. So," continaed he, 
with a hideous smile, '* we are going to give chase to a wild 
colt — which will better than hunting Don Augustin's wild 
horses — and here are the three hunters." 

As the outlaw said this, he pointed with his whip, first to 
himself and then to his two comrades, Orocho and Baraja. 

" They have both espoused our quarrel," he added. 

" From what motive f " inquired the Spaniard. 

** That motive which the hound has in taking the part of 
the hunter against the stag," answered the outlaw, with a 
significant smile ; ^^ they only follow their instincts, and they 
are two animals with formidable teeth." 

At this moment the moon shone out, and gleaming upon 
the carbines and knives of the two adventurers, seemed to 
confirm the assertion of Cuchillo. But the light proved dis- 
advantageous to Baraja and Oroche, for it enabled Don 
Estevsn to perceive that they were far from steady in their 
scat's. 

" \VTiy, these fellows are drunk !" cried he, turning upon 
the guide a look of furious reproach. ** Are these the assist- 
ants you count upon ?" 

"True, your honour," replied Cuchillo, "they are not 
exactly sober; but I hope soon to cure them. I know of a 
remedy that will set them all right in five minutes. It is the 
fruit o{ the Jocriistley which gi'ows abundantly in these parts. 
I shall find it as soon as we have reached the woods." 

Don Estevan was forced to swallow his chagrin in ailen'*«». 
It was not the time for vain recriminations; and above j ^ 
Tiburcio had first to be found, before the services of eit' r 
of the inebriated gentlemen would be called into requisiti . 

In a few seconds' time the party had reached the brexicl i 
the wall. Cuchillo dismounted, and striking a light, poin I 
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out to the others the traces left by Tiburcio. There eonlc! 
be seen some fragments freshly fallen from the wail, evi 
dently detached by the feet of one passing over; but what 
^TW of more consequence, they were stained with drops of 
blood. This must have been Tiburcio's. 

** You see," said the outlaw to Don Estevan, " that he 
must have passed this way. Ah I if I had only given him 
another inch or two. After all," added he, speaking to him^ 
sclfi **it is better I didn't. I shall be twenty onzas the 
richer that I didn't settle with him then. Now," continued 
he, once more raising his voice, " where can he h'ave gone, 
unless to yonder fire in the woods ?" 

A little farther on in the direction of the forest, other 
spots of fresh blood were discovered upon the dry calcar* 
eons surface of the soil* This appeared to confirm the con* 
jectnre of the guide — that Tiburcio had proceeded towards 
the camp fire. 

" If your honour,*' resumed Cuchillo, addressing himself 

to hb chie^ " will go forward in company with the Senor 

Diaz, you will reach a stream ninning upon your left. By 

folIowiDg down its bank for some distance, you will come to 

a bridge constructed with three or four trunks of trees. It 

b the bridge of the ScUto de Agua. Just before reaching it, 

your honour will see a thick wood on the right. Under 

cover of that you can remain, until we three have finished 

our afilur and can rejoin you. Afterwards we can overtake 

the domestics. I have ordered them forward, for the reason 

that such people should not be privy either to our designs 

M actions." 

In this arrangement Cuchillo exhibited the consnmmato 

oil of the practiced bandit. Don Estevan, without offering 

ny opposition to his plan, rode off as directed, in company 

ith Diaz; while the outlaw, with his two chosen acol}tei^ 

iraed their horses' heads in the direction of the fire. 
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" The fire betokens a l^alt of trayellers, bejond Joabt,** 
remarked Diaz to Don Estevan ; '^ but who these travellers 
can be is a thing that puzzles me." 

" Travellers like any others, I suppose," rejoined the Span^ 
iard, with an air of abstraction. 

" No, that is not likely. Don Augustin Pena is known for 
his generous hospitality for twenty leagues around* It is 
not probable that these travellers should have halted so near 
his hacienda without knowing it. They must be strangers 
to the country I £mcy, or if not, they have no good purpose 
in camping where they are." 

Pedro Diaz was making almost the same observations 
that had occurred to Tiburcio at an earlier hour of the 
night. 

Meanwhile, Cuchillo, with his two comrades, advanced 
towards the edge of the forest. As soon as they had reached 
it the guide dismounted from his horse. 

" Stay here," said he, " while I go fetch something to cure 
you of your ill-timed drunkenness." 

**So saying he glided in among the trees, and in a few 
seconds came out again, carrying with him several oblong 
yellow-coloured fruits that resembled ripe bananas. They 
were the fruits of the jocuiatle^ a species of asvnin€^ whos^ 
juice is an infallible remedy against the effects of intoxication. 
The two inebriates ate of the fruit according to Gachillo's 
direction ; and in a minute or two their heads were cleared 
of the fumes of the mezcal as if by enchantment. 

^^ Now to business !" cried Cuchillo, without listening to 
the apologies his comrades were disposed to make — " to buj»»- 
ness I You will dismount and lead your horses forward b 
the bridle, until you can see the fire ; and when you hear tl 
report of my gun, be ready, for I shall then fjUl back up 
you." 

"All right," responded Oroche, " we a*e both ready — * 
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Senor Baraja and myself— to sacrifice all private interests to 
the common good." 

Cncliillo now parted with the two, leading his horse ahead 
of them. A little farther on he tied the animal to the branch 
of a tree, and then stooping downward he advanced on foot. 
Still farther on he dropped npon his hands and knees, and 
crept through the underwood like a jaguar stealing upon its 
prey. 

Now and then he paused and listened. He could hear the 
distant lowing of the wild bulls, and the crowing of the cocks 
at the hacienda, mingled with the lugubrious notes of the 
great wood owl, perched near him upon a branch. He could 
hear the dbtant sound of water — ^the cataract of the Sali< 
de Agua — ^and, in the same direction, the continuous howl 
ing of the jackals. 

Again the assassin advanced — still creeping as before. 
Presently he saw before him the open glade, lit up by the 
flame of the camp-fire. ' On the edge nearest him, stood a 
huge button-wood tree, from whose base extended a number 
of flat ridge-like processes, resembling the bastions of a ft>rti« 
fication. He perceived that, behind these he would be ^on- 
oealed from the light of the fire; while he himself a. aid 
command a view of every object within the glade. 

In another moment he was crouching under the trunl of 
the button-wood. His eyes gleamed with a fierce joy, an he 
gased in the direction of the fire, around which he corild 
distinguish the forms of three men — ^two of them seated^ tbs 
other stretched along the ground, and apparently asleep. 
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CELVPTER XXVnL 

THE WOOD-BANGSBS. 

Behind the Hacienda del Venado — that is, to the ncrth- 
irard of it — the sui*face of the country was still in aBtate of 
natnre ; as we have already said, the edge of the forest lay 
almost within gnn-shot of the walls ; and this vast tract of 
woods extended for many leagues to the north, till it ended 
in the great deserts of Tubac. 

^: The only road that trended in a northerly direction, was 
that leading to the Presidio of Tubac — ^though in reality it 
was not a road, but simply an Indian trail. At a short dis* 
tance beyond the hacienda, it was crossed by a turbulent 
and rapid stream — the same that passed near the bouse — 
augmented by several tributaries that joined it in the woods. 
Where the road crossed it, and for a long distance above 
and below, this stream partook rather of the nature of a tor- 
rent, running in a deep bed, between rocky banks— a caHon, 
Over this canon the crossing was effected by means of a rude 
bridge, consisting simply of the trunks of two or three trees, 
laid sidd by side, and reaching from bank to bank. About 
halfway between the hacienda and this bridge, and but a 
short distance from the side of the road, was the fire which 
had already attracted so much attention. 

This fire had been kindled near the centre of a little glad 
but its flame cast a red glare upon the trees at a distance 
until the grey bark of the button-wood, the pale foliage r 
the acacias, and the scarlet leaves of the sumao, aU appear* 
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if one colour ; while the darker llianas, stretcLing fiom tree 
tc tree, encircled the little glade with a series of festoons. 

At the hour when Tiburcio was about leaving the haci« 
euda, two persons were seated hj this fire, in the attitude 
of men who were resting after a day of fatigue. These per* 
sons were the trappers, who had already made their appear* 
auce at La Poza. 

There was nothing remarkable in two men haying made 
their camp fire in the woods ; it was their proximity to a 
hadenda — ^and that, too, the Hacienda del Yenado — ^that 
rendered the fiict significant. The trappers knew well 
enough that the hacienda was close at hand ; it followed, 
then, that they had some reasons of their own for not avail- 
ing themselves of its hospitality. A large pile of fagots lay 
near the fire, evidently collected to feed it ; and this proved 
that the men who had kindled it intended to pass the night 
on the spot. 

The appearance of these two men would have been strik- 
ing, even in the light of day ; but under that of the fire it 
was picturesque — almost fimtastic. The older of the two 
was habited in a costume half Indian half Canadian ; on his 
head was a sort of bonnet, shaped like a truncated <M>ne, and 
made out of the skin of a fox ; a bine striped cotton shirt 
covered his shoulders, and beside him upon the ground lay 
a sort of woollen surtoat — the capote of the Canadians. 
His legs were encased in leathern leggins, reaching from the 
thigh downward to the ankle ; but instead of moccasins he 
wore upon his feet a pair of strong iron-bound shoes, capa- 
ble of lasting him for a couple of years at the least. A large 
bnffalo-hom, suspended from the shoulder, contained bis 
powder ; and upon his right side hung a leathern poucL, well 
filled with bullets. In fine, a long rifle, with a barrel nearly 
six feet in length, rested near his hand ; and this, with a 
hrgo hunting-knife stuck in his belt, completed liis eqnip 
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ment. His hair already showed symptoms of turning grey ; 
and a long scar which crossed his temples, and appeared to 
run all round his head, showed that if his scalp was still there, 
he had some time or other run the risk of having it raU^ 
His bronzed complexion denoted a long exposure to sun, 
wind, and rain ; but for all this, his countenance shone with 
an expression of good humour. This was in conformity 
with his herculean strength — for nature usually bestows upon 
these colossal men a large share of kind*heartedness; 

The other trapper appeared to be some five or six years 
younger ; and although by no means a man of small stature^ 
he was but a pigmy alongside his gigantic companion. His 
countenance also lacked the serenity which distinguished 
that of the other — ^his black eyes gave out an expression of 
boldness approaching to effrontery ; and the play of his fear 
tures indicated a man whose passions, fiery by nature, once 
aroused, would lead him into acts of violence — even of 
cruelty. Everything about him bespoke the second trapper 
to be a man of different race from his companion — a man in 
whose veins i*an the hot blood of the south. Although his 
style of dress did not differ very much fi-ora that of his com- 
rade, there were some points in it that denoted him to be 
more of a horseman. Nevertheless, his well-worn shoes 
bore witness to his having made more than one long journey 
on foot. 

The Canadian, half reclining upon the grass, was watching 
with especial interest a large piece of mutton, which, sup* 
ported upon a spit of iron-wood, was frizzling and sputter- 
ing in the blaze of the fire. He appeared to enjoy the 
savoury odour that proceeded from the joint ; and so mud 
was his attention taken up by his gastronomic zeal, that li 
scarce listened to what his companion was saying. 

*' Well, I have often told you," said the latter, " that whe 
tne is on the trace of an enemy, whether it be an IndL-m \ 
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B white) one is pretty snre of coming on his tracks some- 
where." 

** Yes,*' rejoined the Canadian ; " but yon forgot that we 
shall jnst have time to reach Arispe, to receive the pay for 
onr two years' campaign ; besides, by our not going to the 
hacienda, we lose the bounty upon these three skins, and 
miss selling them besides." 

** I never forgot my interests," replied the other ; " no 
more than I do the vows which I make : and the best, proof 
of it is, that twenty years ago I made one which I believe I 
shall now be able to accomplish. We can always force them 
to pay us what is due at Arispe, and we shall find many an 
opportunity of getting rid of the skins: but the chance 
which has turned up in the middle of these deserts, of 
bringing me in contact with the man against whom I have 
Bwom vengeance, may not offer again during my whole life- 
tirae." 

**BahI" exclaimed the Canadian, "vengeance is like many 
other kinds of fruit, sweet till you have tasted it, and after- 
wards bitter as gall." 

•* For all that, Seiior Boisllose, you do not appear to prac- 
tise your own doctrine with the Apaches, Sioux, Crows, and 
other Indians with whom you are at enmity I Your rifle has 
cracked many a skull — to say nothing of the warriors you 
have ripped open with your knife I" 

" Oh I that is different, Pep6. Some of these would have 
robbed me of my peltries — others would have taken my 
scalp, and came very near doing so, as you see— besides, it is 
blessed bread to clear the prairies of these red vermin ; but 
I have never sought to revenge myself against one of my 
•wn race and colour. I never hated one of my own kind 
snlBciently to kill him." 

•• Ah I Bois-Rose ; it is just those of one's own race we 
hate most — ^that is when they have given us the reason fo? 
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doing so— and this man has famished me with snch motiTCt 
to Imte him as can never be forgotten. Twenty years have 
not blunted my desire for vengeance ; though, on account of 
the great distance that separated us, I supposed I should 
never find an opportunity of fulfilling my vow. Strange it 
is that two men, with relations like ours, should turn up toge^ 
ther in the middle of these desert plains. Well 1 strange 
though it be, I do not intend to let the chance escape me." 

Pepe appeared to have fixed his resolution upon this mat* 
ter, and so firmly that his companion saw the folly of attempt- 
ing to dissuade him by any^ further advice. The Canadian, 
moreover, was of an easy disposition, and readily yielded to 
the arguments of a friend. 

" After all," said he, " perhaps, if I fully understood your 
motives, I might entirely approve of the resolution you have 
made." 

" I can give them in two words," rejoined he whom the 
Canadian was addressing as Pep£. ^^ It is just twenty years, 
as I have already told you, since I was a carabinier in the 
sei-vice of her Catholic majesty. I should have been con- 
tented with my position and the amount of pay, had it only 
been paid^ which unfortunately it was not. We were 
obliged to do the duty of coast-guard as well, and this woulcl 
have done well enough had there been any smuggling, with 
the capture of which we might have indemnified ourselves ; 
but there was none. . What a fool a smuggler would have 
been to have ventured on a const, guarded by two hundred 
fellows at their wit's end with hunger ! Well, then I rea- 
soned that if any smuggler was to land it could only be with 
the concuiTence .of our captain, and I suspected that th< 
captain would make no objection to such an arrangement— 
for he himself was, like the rest of us, a creditor of tb 
government. In such case he would cast around among i 
For the man in whom he could most confide, and that woi 
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be he who waa noted as being most careless upon his post 
I resolyed, therefore to become the captain's confidential sen- 
try. 

**To arrive at this object I pretended to be all the day 
adeep ; and, notwithstanding the reprimands I received, I 
managed also to be foand asleep npon my post at all hoars 
of the night. I sacceeded in my design. The captain soon 
learnt all about my somnolent habits, and chose me for his 
&voarite sentinel.'* 

At this moment the Canadian detached the mutton from 
the spit) and having cut a large " hunk " from it with his 
knife passed the joint to his comrade. 

This interrupted the narrative, for both narrator and lis* 
tener were hungry. The two now sat face to face, their legs 
fonntng a sort of an ellipse, with the roast mutton in the 
centre, and for sieveral minutes a formidable gritting of teeth, 
as huge pieces of the mutton passed through them, were the 
only sounds that broke the stillness of the night. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

OLI> SOtrVKNIRS. 

" I HAVS said then," resumed Pep6, afker a time, " that I 
pretended to be always asleep. The ruse succeeded equal to 
my best expectations, and one night the captain sent for me. 
Good 1 said I to myself, there's an eel under the stone — the 
captain is going to confide a post to me. Just as I had anti- 
cipated he sent me to sleep— at least he thought so — on a 
most important post; but for all that I lid not sleep a wink 
during the whole of that night." 
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Here Pepfi paused for a moment, in order to swalloMraii 
enonnous mouthful of tbe roast mutton, that hindered th« 
free use of the tongue. 

*' To be brief, then," resumed he, " a boat arrived with 
men, and I permitted it to land. It was only afterwards that 
I learnt that it was no smuggling business these men were 
bent upon, but an affair of blood— of murder; and the 
thought that I was instrumental in aiding the assassins causes 
me to this hour a feeling of remorse. I did not conceal 
what I knew. Afterwards I denounced the murderer, by 
way of atoning for my fault. A trial took place, but as in 
Spain justice goes to the highest bidder, the assassin was 
set free, and I became a vigtAn. I was drummed out of my 
regiment, and transported to the fisheries of Ceuta, on the 
unhealthy coast of Africa. There I was compelled to remain 
for many years, till at last having made my escape, after a 
thousand perilous adventures, I found myself on the prairies 
of America." 

**It was a rich man then— some powerfiil person — ^whom 
you denounced?" 

" Yes ; a grand senor. It was the old story of the pot of 
clay broken against the pot of iron. But the desert here 
has no distinctions ; and, by the Virgin of Atocha I I shall 
prove that before many suns have gone over my head. Ah ! 
if I only had here a certain alcalde of the name of Don 
Ramon Cohecho, and his damned friend, one Seiior Oaga- 
tinta, I fancy I should make them pass an uncomfortablo 
quarter of an hour." 

" Very well, then," said Bois-Rose, seeing the other bs»'l 
finished his narrative ; " very well. I quite approve of yr • 
intentions — ^let the journey to Arispe stand oyer." 

"It is an old story," said Pep4, in conclusion ; " and if 
ten years yon have been teaching me to handle a rifle, at * 
many more spent in the usage of a carbine in the servio ! 
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now. I think I would scarcely miss an object as large as 
him, whom you have seen at the head of those horsemen jour-i 
neying toward the hacienda.^ 

"Yes — ^yes," replied the Canadian, with a langh ; **but I 
remember the time, Pepe, when you missed many a buffalo 
twice as big as he. Nevertheless, I fancy I have made a 
passable shot of yon at last, although yon still pei*sist in mis- 
taking the ear of an otter for his eye, which always depre- 
ciates the value of the skin. Well, you know that I myself 
was not brought up on the prairies. I was a sailor for many 
long years; and perhaps I should have continued one but for — 
a sad event — ^a melancholy affali^^but what good is there 
in speaking of that which is no more. Let the past be past ! 
I find the life of the desert something like that on the 
ocean— once a man has got used to it he cannot easily 
quit it.»* 

"Yes," rejoined Pep6; "the life of the forest and prairie 
hag its charms, and for my part " 

"Hush I" whispered the Canadian, interrupting the speech 
of bis comrade and placing himself in an attitude to listen. 
** I heard a rustle among the branches. Other ears than 
mine may be listening to you." 

Pep£ cast a glance in the direction whence the sounds had 
been heard. The dark form of a man was perceived among 
the trees coming from the direction of the hacienda. 

It was evident that the man was not trying to approach by 
stealth, for his form was erect and he made no attempt to 
eoneeal himself behind the branches. 

This would have freed the mind of Pep6 from all suspicion, 
Imt for the circumstance that the stranger appeared to be 
ccmiing direct from the hacienda. 

'• Who goes there ?" he hailed in a loud tone, as the darli 
shadow was seen entering the glade. 
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"One who seeks an asylum by your fire,** was the readjf 
reply, delivered in ratlier a foeWe voice. 

'' Sliall we allow him to come on ? or beg him to continue 
his journey ?" muttered Pepe to the Canadian, 

"Xiod forbid we should deny him! Perhaps they have 
refused him a lodging up at the house ; and that voice, wliirh 
I think I have heard before, plainly denotes that he is 
fatigued — perhaps ill." 

"Come on Senor!" called out Pep6, without hesitating 
farther ; " you are welcome to our fire and our mess ; come 
on!»' 

At this invitation the stranger advanced. It is needless to 
say that it was Tiburcio Arellanos, whose cheeks as ho came 
within the light of the fire, betrayed by their paleness the 
traces of some violent emotion, or else of some terrible 
malady. This pallor, however, was partly caused by the 
blood which he had lost in the conflict with Cuchillo. 

As soon as the features of Tiburcio came fairly imder the 
light, the trappers recognized him as the yoimg man they 
had met at La Poza ; but the ex-carabinier was struck with 
some idea which caused him to make an involuntary gesture. 
The Canadian, on the other hand, regarded the new comer 
with that expression of condescending kindness which age 
often bestows upon youth. 

"Have you parted with the gentlemen in whose company 
we saw you ?»* asked Pep6 of Tiburcio. 

" Ye8.>» 

"Perhaps you are not aware that there is a house 
close by. I do not know the owner, but I fimcy he wor'-^ 
not refuse you a nighi's lodging, and he could entertain y 
better than we. Perhaps," continued he, obser\'ing tl 
Tiburcio made no reply, " you have been up to the hot i 
idrcady?" 

" I have," answered Tiburcio. " I have no rcproadi 



OLD SOTJYIENIBS. 311 

Bake against its owner, Don Angostin Pena; he has not 
refused me hospitality ; but there are other guests under hii 
roof, with whom my life is not safe." 

** Oh, that I" exclaimed Pep6, appearing to become more 
interested ; " has anything happened to you ?" 

Tiburcio lifted his serape, exhibiting the wound in his right 
arm from which the blood was yet oozing. 

Both Pepe and the Canadian rose hastily to their feet and 
stepped fom-ard to examine the wound. Having done so, 
they immediately set about dres^g it, which they effected 
with as much dexterity and despatch as might have been 
shewn by practised surgeons; at the same time the rude 
physiognomy of each was marked by an expression of interest 
almost amounting to tenderness. While the Canadian kept 
bathing the wound with water from his canteen, Pep6' pro- 
ceeded into the woods in search of a peculLir plant noted for 
its healing properties. This plant was the oregano. Pre- 
sently he returned, bringing with him several slices which he 
had cut from the succulent stem of the plant ; the pulp of 
these, mashed between two stones, was placed over the 
womid, and then secured by Tiburcio's own scarf of China 
crape wound several times around the arm ; nothing more 
could be done than await the effect of the api^liintion. 

**Now,*» said the Canadian, "you will soon feel better. 
There is no danger of inflammation — ^nothing beats the ore- 
gano for preventing that, and you need not be afraid of fever 
Meanwhile, if you feel inclined, there^s a bit of roast mutton 
and a glass of ecvu de vie at your service ; after which you 
had best lie down by the fii'e and take some sleep— for I can 
see that you're weary." 

** In truth," replied Tiburcio, " I am fiitigued. I thack you 
for your offer, but I do not feel inclined either to eat or drink ; 
I have more need of sleep, and with your permission shall try 
ani get some. One request I would make € you : that you 
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will not pennit mc to sleep too long; there are reasons vb) 
I should soon be awake again," 

''Very well," said Pej)6; "we don't want your reasons^ 
If you wish us to watch the hacienda, I beg you will only 
■ny so, and you shall have two pair of good eyes at your scf- 
vice ; therefore make your mind easy, and sleep without isxt 
of any enemy coming upon you unawares." 

Tiburcio stretched himself upon the grass, and overcome by 
fiitigue and the many violent emotions he had that day ex* 
perienced, soon fell into a lethargic slumber. 

For some time Bois-Rose sat regarding the sleeper ic 
silence, but with an air of strange interest. 

" What age do you think he is ?" he at length inquired ol 
his comrade. 

" Twenty-four, I should fancy," replied the ex-coastguard. 

" Just what I was thinking," said the Canadian, speaking 
in a tone of half soliloquy, while a melancholy expression 
appeared to tone down his rude physiognomy. " Yes, just 
the age he ought to be if ?till alive." 

" He I who are you talking of?" brusquely interrupted hia 
companion, in whose heart the words of the Canadian seemed 
to find an echo. 

" No matter," said Bois-Rose, still speaking in a tone of 
melancholy ; " the past is past ; and when it has not been as 
one would have wished it, it is better forgotten. But come ! 
let us have done with idle regrets and finish our supper — such 
souvenirs always spoil my appetite." 

" Tlie same with me," agreed Pep4, as he seized hold of 
a large mutton-bone, and commenced an attack upo** 't 
in a fashion that proved that his appetite was not yet q e 
gone. 

After a while Pcp6 again broke the silence, 

" If I had the pleasure," said he, " of a personal acqu* ^ 
ance with this Don Augustin Peiia, who appears to be e 
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propnclor licro, 1 would compliment him upon the fine quality 
of his mutton ; and if I thought his horses were of as good 
a sort, I think I should be tempted to borrow one — one hors« 
would never be missed out of the great herds we have seen 
galloping about., no more than a sheep out of his vast flocks ; 
and to me a good horse would be a treasure.'' 

"Very well," said the Canadian. " If you feel inclined for 
a horse, you had better have one ; it will be no great loss to 
the owner, and may be useful to us. If you go in search of 
one, I can keep watch over this young fellow who sleeps as 
if he hadn't had a wink for the last month." 

" Most probably no one will come after him ; nevertheless, 
Bois-Rose, keep your eye open till I return. If anything 
happens, three howls of the coyote will put me on my 
guard." 

As he said this, Pepe took up a lazo that lay near, 
and turning his face in the direction in which he was most 
likely to find a drove of horses, he walked off into the woods. 

Bois-Rose was left alone. Having thrown some dry 
branches upon the fire, in order to produce a more vivid 
light, he commenced regarding anew the young man who 
was asleep ; but after a while spent in this way he stretched 
himself alongside the prostrate body, and appeared also to 
dumber. 

The night-breeze caused the foliage to rustle over the heads 
of theoe two men, as they lay side by side. Neither had the 
least suspicion that they were here reunited by strange and 
providential circumstances — that twenty years before, they 
had loin side by side — ^then lulled to sleep by the sound 
of the ocean, just as now by the whispering murmurs of the 
firat 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

B0I8-B0SB AND FABIAN. 

Fob twenty years the marderer of the Countess it 
Mediana had gone unpunished. For twenty years the jus- 
tice of heaven had remained suspended ; but the time of its 
accomplishment was not fiir off. Soon was it to open its 
solemn assizes ; soon would it call together accuser and criiu- 
inal, witness and judge — not from one part of a country to 
another, but from opposite sides of the globe ; and, as if led 
by some invisible hand, all would have to obey tho terrible 
summons. 

Fabian do Mediana and the Canadian sailor lay ^de by 
side— just as they had done twenty years ago, at three thou- 
sand leagues distance from Sonora. And yet they had no 
suspicion of ever having met before, though a single chance 
word might at thnt moment have brought either to the 
memory of the other. 

It was just about this time that Don Estevan and his party 
rode off from the hacienda. 

The Canadian, according to the counsel of his comrade 
Pep6, slept with one eye open. At shoH intervals he con- 
trived to awake himself, and raising his head slightly, < ist 
around him a scrutinizing glance. But on each of tl so 
occasions, the light of the fire showed him Tiburcio still t in- 
quilly asleep ; and this appearing to satisfy him, he w« dd 
again compose himself as before. 

About an hour had passed, when the aoand of heav^ * 3t 
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steps awakened him once more, and listening a moment, he 
distinguished them as the hoof-strokes of a horse. 

A few moments after, Pepo made his appearance within the 
circle of the blaze, leading a horse at the end of his lazo— a 
magniiiccnt animal, that suoited and started back at sight 
of the fire. Pepc, however, had already given him more 
than one lesson, and his obedience was nearly complete ; so 
that, after a short conflict, the trapper succeeded in brmging 
him nearer and attaching him to the trunk of a tree. 

" Well," s^d Pep6, wiping the perspiration fi-om his fore- 
head with an old ragged handkerchief, ^* I've had a tougli 
struggle with him; but he's worth it, I fancy. What tliink 
yoo, Bois-Rose ? Isn't he the most splendid quadruped that 
ever gaUoped through these woods ?" 

In truth it was a beautiful creature, rendered more beauti- 
ful by the terror which he was exhibiting at the moment, as 
he stood with his fine limbs stretched, his head thrown high 
in the air, his mane tossed over his wild savage eyes, and Iiis 
nostrils spread and frothy. Strange enough that fear, which 
renders Tile and degraded the lord of the creation, should 
have an oppodte effect on most of the lower animals— cr^pe- 
dally on the horoe. This beautiful creature under its impulse 
only appears more beautiful ! 

Little as Bois-Rose delighted in horse-flesh, he could not 
withhold his approval of the capture which his comrade had 
made. 

" He looks well enough,'' was his sober reply ; " but h ^'U 
be a rough mount, I reckon. •• 

. ** No doubt of that," assented Pep6. " I know he'll be 
rough at first ; but the main thing was to get hold of him. 1 
had a lucky hand to hook him as I did." 

"I hope your neck will prove as lucky Jis your h;ind. hot 
my part, I'd rather walk ten leagues than bo on \i\% back for 
tSA ndnutea. Hot see, comrade i" continued the big trapper, 
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pointing to the stars, "they're gone down yonder! jovflA 
need some sleep before morning. Lie down while I take my 
turn of the watch." 

" I'll take your advice," replied Pepe, at the same time 
stretching himself out upon his back, with his feet to the fire 
•—in which attitude he was soon asleep. 

The Canadian rose to his feet, took several turns round 
the fire — as if to drive away any remains of sleep that might 
be lurking in his eyes — ^and then sat down ^ain, with his 
back resting against the stump of a tree. 

He had not been long seated before he got up onoe more^ 
and, approaching with caution, stood over Tiburdo. For 
several minutes he remained in this attitude, attentively ex- 
amining the features of the young man : he then returned to 
hb seat by the stump. 

^' Just about his age, if he is still liTing,*' muttered he to 
himsel£ " But what chance have I to recognize in a grown 
man the features of an infi^nt scarce four years old ?" 

A smile of disdain played for an instant on his lips, as if he 
were chiding himself for the silliness of his conjectures. 

^* And yet," he continued, his countenance changing its 
expression, " I have seen and taken part in too many strange 
events— I have, been too long fece to face with Nature — ^to 
doubt the power of Providence. . Why should I consider this 
a miracle? It was not one, when I chanced upon the boat 
adrift that carried that poor in&nt and its murdered mother! 
No, it was the hand of God. Why might not the same hand 
restore him to me in the midst of the desert ? The ways 
of Providence are inscrutable." ' 

As if this reflection had given birth to new hopes, lie 
Canadian again rose to his feet, and approaching, sto^ 3d 
once more over the prostrate form of Tiburcio. 

" How often," said he, " have I thus gazed on my . Ja 
Fabian as he slept ! Well, whoever yiau are, young m ^* 
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eoniinneil he, " you have not come to my fire without finding 
a fiicnd. May God do for my poor Fabian what I am dis- 
po6ed to do for you !'» 

Saying this, he once again returned to his seat, an<l re- 
mained for a long time reflecting upon incidents that had 
transpired twenty years before in the Bay of Biscay. 

It should here be stated that up to this hour Bois-Rosc and 
Pep6 had not the slightest suspicion that they had ever met, 
before their chance encounter upon the prairies of America. 
In reality they had never met — £irther than that they had 
been within musket-range of each other. But up to this 
hour Pepe knew not that his trapping comrade was the 
gigantic smuggler h^ had flred at from the beach of Ense- 
nada ; and Bois-Rose was equally ignorant that Pe[)e was the 
coast-guard whose " obstinacy and clumsiness *' he had spoken 
of to hb lieutenant. 

The cause of this mutual ignorance of each other's past, was 
that neither of them had ever mentioned the word Elanchovi 
in the bearing of the other. The Canadian had never thought 
of communicating the incidents of that night to his prairie 
comrade ; and Pep£, on his side, would have given much to 
have blotted them altogether from the pages of his memory. 

The night became more chilly as the hours pased on, and a 
damp dew now fell upon the grass and the foliage of the 
trees. It did not wake the sleepers, however, both of whom 
required a long rest. 

All at once the silence was broken by the horse of Pep6, 
that neighed loudly and galloped in a circle at the end of his 
laso : evidently something had affrighted him. 

)ois-Rose suddenly started from his revene, and crej)t 
ii m\lj forward, both ear and eye set keenly to reconnoitre. 
B t nothing could be heard or seen tluit was unusual ; smd 
al r a while be.glided back to his seat. 

10 
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The noise jad awakened Tiburcio, who, raisin sf limsdf 
into a sitting i)ostnre, inquired its eaiwo. 

" Nothing," answei*ed the trapper, whose denial, however 
was scarce suicere, "Something indeed," continued he, 
** has frightened the horse. A jaguar, I fmcy, that scents the 
skins of his companions, or, more likely, the remains of our 
roast mutton. By the way, you can eat a bit now ; I have 
kept a couple of pieces for you." 

And as be said this be banded two goodly-sized pieces of 
mutton to Tiburcio. 

This time the young man accepted the invitation to eat 
Rest bad given bim an appetite ; and after swallowing a few 
moutbfula of the cold mutton, warmea up by a glass of the 
brandy already mentioned, be felt both his strt^ngth and 
spirits restored at the same time. His features, too, seemed 
to have suddenly changed their hue, and now appeared more 
bright and smilmg. 

The presence of the hunter also added to the pleasui'e thns 
newly arisen within his breast. He remembered the solici 
tude which the Canadian had exhibited in dressing his wound 
— ^which he now extended even to giving him nonrislimcnt— 
and the thought occurred to bim that in this man he might 
find a friend as redoubtable for his herculean strength as for 
bis dexterity and courage. He no longer felt so lone in the 
world — so abandoned. 

On the other hand, Bois-Rose sat looKfig at bis protigi^ 
and apparently delighted to see bim enjoy bis repast. The 
heart of the trapper was &st warming into a strong friend- 
ship for this young man. 

" Stranger I" said he^ after a considerable interval of sile jc, 
^4t is the custom of the Indiana never to inquire the nam or 
quality of a gueat until after be has eaten of their brea I 
have followed their example in re^^rd to you ; and now aj 
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I ask you who you are, and what happened at the hacicndu 
to drive you forth from it ?" 

"I shall willingly tell you," answered Tiburcio. "For 
reasons that would have no interest for you, I left my hut 
and started on a journey to the llaciendo del Venado. My 
horse, overcome by thirst and fatigue, broke down on the 
way. It was his dead body, as you already know, that 
attracted the jaguars, so adroitly destroyed by you and your 
iHrave comrade.^' 

^Hum !'' interrupted the Canadian, with a smile ; " a poor 
feat that — ^but go on. I long to hear what motive any one 
could have for hostility to a mere youth scarce twenty yeai-s 
old, I should fancy.'* 

" Twenty-four," answered Tiburcio ; and then proceeded 
with his narrative. " I came veiy near sharing the fate of 
my poor horse ; and when, about two hours after, you saw 
me at La Poza, I had just arrived there — having been saved 
by the party in whose company you found me. But what 
motive those gentlemen could have, first to rescue me from 
death, and then afterwards attempt to take my life, is what 
I am unable to comprehend." 

• " Perhaps some rivalry in love ?" suggested the Canadian, 
with a smile ; " it is usually the history of young men." 

"I acknowledge," rejoined Tiburcio, with an air of embar- 
rassment, "there is something of that; but there is also 
another motive, I believe. Possibly it is to secure to them- 
selves the sole possession of an important secret which I share 
with them. Certain it is, that there are three men whom my 
life appears to discommode ; there is one of them against 
whom I have myself sworn vengeance, and although I am 
but one against three I must accomplish the vow which 1 
made at the death-bed of a person who was very dear to me," 
The three men whom Tiburcio meant — and whose names 
he repeated to Bois-Rose — were Cuchillo, who had attempted 
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to assassinate Iiiin ; the Senator, his rival : and Don EstoTsn, 
wliom Tiburcio now believed to be the murderer of Marooi 
Arellanos. 

Bois-Rose tacitly applauded this exhibition of youthful 
ardour and reckless courage. 

^But you have not yet told me your name?^' said hc^ 
interrogatively, after a moment's hesitation. 

" Tiburcio Arellanos," was the reply. 

At the mention of the name the Canadian could not restrain 
a gesture that expressed disappointnient. There was nothing 
in the name to recall the slightest souvenir. He had never 
heard it before. 

The young man, however, observed the gesture. 

^^ You have heard the name before f " he asked abruptly. 
*' Perhaps you knew my father, Marcos Arellanos ? He has 
often been through the wildest parts of the country where 
you may have met him. He was the most celebrated gamr 
busino in the province." 

Instead of calling Marcos Arellanos his &thor, had Tiburcio 
said lus (idopted father^ his explanation might have elicited 
a different response from the Canadian. As it was, he only 
said in reply : 

*^ It is the first time I have heard the name. It was your 
&ce that recalled to me some memories of events that hap 
pened — long, long ago " 

Without finishing what he meant to have said, the Cansr 
dian relapsed into silence. 

Tiburcio, too, ceased speaking for awhile ; he was reflect- 
ing on some hopes that had suddenly sprung up within him. 
His meeting with the two trappers appeared to him not o 
much a mere chance as a providential circumstance. 'J 6 
secret which he possessed, almost useless to. him aloue, mi: t 
be rendered available with the assistance of two anxilia^ s 
such as thoy — it nught become the key to the favour of i 
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Aogostiiu It was not without repugnance that he reflected 
on this means of winning the heart of Rosarita — or rather of 
porchasing it at the price of gold — ^for Tiburcio believed 
that it was closed against any more tender appeal. He had 
mentally resolved never to return to the hacienda ; but not- 
withstanding this TOW he still indulged in a slight remnant 
of hope — perhaps the echo of his own profound passion. This 
hope overcame his repugnance; and he resolved to make 
known his design to the trappers, and endeavour to obtain 
assistance in carrying it out. 

With this view he again opened the conversation. 

** Yon are a hunter by profession — I think I have heard 
you say ?" 

^^ Tes ; that is the vocation both of my comrade and my- 
self." 

"It is not a very profitable one, and yet attended with 
many dangers." 

" Ah ! it is a noble calling, my boy I My fathers followed 
it before my time, and I, after a few years of interruption, 
have resumed the profession of my fathers. Unfortunately 
I have no son to succeed me ; and I can say, without boast- 
ing, that when I am gone a brave and strong race perishes 
with me." 

"I, too," said Tiburcio, "follow the profession of my 
&ther — ^who, as I have told you, was a gambusino." 

" Ah I you are one of a race whom God has also created— 
in order that the gold which He has given to the world 
diould not be lost to the use of man." 

"My father," continued Tiburcio, "has lefk me a grand 
legacy — ^the knowledge of a deposit of gold, not far from 
the frontier ; and if two men, such as you and your comrade, 
would join me in obtaining it, I could promise to make you 
richer than ever you dreamt of becoming." 

Tiburcio awaited the reply of the trapper, feeling almosi 
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certain of his adhesion, notwithstanding the refusal the latta 
had made in his presence to the proposal of Don Estevau 
His astonishment, tlierefore, was great when the Canadian, 
with a negative shake of the head, replied as follows: 

" Your proposal, young man, might be seductive to man> 
— ^there was a time when it would have been so to myself— 
but now it is no longer so. What would gold be to me ? I 
have no one to whom either to give it or leave it. I have 
no longer a country. The woods and prairies are my home, 
uiid gold would be of no service to me there. I thank yon, 
young friend, for your offer, but 1 must decline to accept it" 

And as he said this, the Canadian covered his face with hia 
huge hand, as if to shut out from his eyes the seductive pros- 
pect which had been offered to his view. 

" Surely this is not your final answer ?" said Tiburdo, as 
soon as he had recovered from his surprise. *' A man does 
not so readily refuse a treasure that he has only to pick up 
from the ground ?'* 

" Nevertheless," responded the trapper, " it is my resolu- 
tion, fixed and firm. I have other objects to follow. I hava 
given myself, body and soul, to aid my comrade there in as 
enterprize — my corhrade of ten years' standing." 

During this conversation, the words ffold and treasure fre- 
quently pronounced, appeared to produce their magic influ- 
ence on Pep6. Every now and then he turned himself as if 
about to protest against the refusal of Bois-Kose, so defini- 
tively given. It was evident he was not Bleeping very 
soundly while the talk was going on. 

"This Don Estevan de Arechiza, of whom you speak,'* 
resumed the Canadian ; " he is the same we saw at La I a 
is he not — the chief of the expedition ?" 

"The same." 

" Ha I is that the name he goes by here ?" cried I 4 
suddenly rousing himself from his apparent sleep. 
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•* Tou know him, then ?" said Tibnrcio, inlerrogatirely. 

"Yes — ^yes," replied Pep6; "he is an old acquaintance^ 
with whom I have some back-debts to settle — ^and that is why 
70a see me in this part of the country. But if you desire to 
have the whole story — and from what has happened I fancy 
you will — ^I promise to tell it to you by-and-bye. I begin to 
£incy that our cause is a common one; and if so, I shall be 
able to lend you a hand. But there's a time for everything ; 
and now, the most important thing for me is to get soma 
sleep, so as to be ready for whatever turns up." 

As Pep6 said this, he made a movement to return to the 
horizontal position from which he had temporarily raised 
lumself. 

** Stay I Pep6 !" interrupted the Canadian, with an air of 
good-humour ; " one instant before you fall asleep, or I shall 
say that you deserved the name of Pep6 the Sleeper. Hear 
me 1 This young man has made us an offer. He wishes us 
to accompany him to a placer he knows of, where you have 
only to stoop down and gather the gold in handfuls." 

"Carramba!" exclaimed Pep6; "you have accepted the 
offer, of course?" 

" On the contrary, I have refused it." 

"Then you've done wrong, Bois-Rosel That's a thing 
that deserves consideration ; but we can talk it over by-and< 
bye — I must have some sleep first." And as ho uttered the 
last words he lay down again ; and the instant after, a kmd 
8ii>re announced that he was soundly asleep I 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE BECOGNITIOX* 

Tub conversation, for a moment interrupted, was resu Jied 
by Bois-Rose. 

** So you shall find," said he, " in my comrade Pepe, a man 
ready to join you against this Don Estevan ; and, as Pepe's 
eneniics arc mine, I shall be equally your partisan. We 
shall be able to offer you a brace of good lifles that never 
miss their aim. There is one, at all events, I think I can 
answer for." 

As the trapper said this, he pointed to the long piece that 
rested by his side. 

Tiburcio cast his eyes upon the gun, and for a moment 
regarded it with some surprise. He appeared to look more 
particularly at the wood-work of the stock, which was 
notched and carved in a somewhat fantastic manner. Here 
there was a row of simple notches, and there another row of 
marks resembling crosses. Then there were rows of double 
crosses ; and also one of triple crosses ; and finally a series 
of stars. All these hieroglyphics appeared to have been cat 
with the blade of a knife ; but their purpose was a puzzle to 
Tiburcio. 

Bois-Rose, noticing an interrogative expression upon t^e 
face of the young man, at once entered upon an expb r 
tion. 

" These marks," said he, " are the scores I keep of 9 
savages that have fallen by my rifle. They themselves k' ) 
count by the number of scali-s; but this, you sec, is in J 



THB KEcoaNinoN. 225 

Christian and decent. That row of crosses stands for Apa- 
che — there is a dozen in all. The double crosses are for 
Sioux — seven of them. Those with the triple branch ar« 
Pawnees — eight of them I have sent to the land of spirits. 
The stars «re Crows — and number only four, that ray rifle 
has caused to utter their death-yell. You see nine parallel 
notches ? — ^well, these are nine Flatheads that, thanks to me, 
will rob no longer in this world ; and finally, those marks of 
a roundish shape, which I needn't count, are so many Black- 
feet, who have gone to their happy hunting-grounds. 
" Now," added the trapper, " I think I can promise you a 
rifle that is not likely to miss fire, and the hand of a friend 
that will not fail you." 

And as he snid this, he stretched forth his huge hand, and 
grasping that of Tiburcio, pressed it frankly and firmly. 

The young man accepted the offer with a profusion of 
thanks. 

'* I had a presentiment," said he, " when I saw the light 
of your fire, that I should find friends around it." 

** You are not deceived," warmly responded Bois-Rose ; 
"you have found friends ; — ^but, pardon me when I ask you, 
have you no relatives or connexions with whom you could 
find a home ?" 

For a moment the colour mounted to the cheeks of Tibur- 
cio; but after a slight hesitation, he replied : 

"Why should I not be frank with you ? — I shall I Know 
then, brave trappers, that surrounded as I am by enemies 
who seek my life ; disdained by the woman I have loved, 
and still love — ^I am alone in the world : I have neither father, 
nor mother, nor any relative that I know of I" 

" Tour fiither and mother — are they dead ?" inquired Boi* 
Rtse, with an air of interest. 

** I never knew either of them," answered the young mnn, 
in a sad voice. 

10* 
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" You have never known them !" cried the Canadiaii| 
rising suddenly, and laying hold of a blazing fiigot, which he 
held up to the faco-of Tiburcio. 

This fagot, light as it was, appeared as if a hundred^ 
weight in the hand of the giant, tfiat trembled like an aspen, 
under the convulsive emotions that were agitatuig his bosoRL 
lie held the flame close to the countenance of the young 
man, and scanned his features with eager anxiety. 

" But surely," said he, " you at least know in what coun- 
try you were born ?" 

*' I do not," answered Tiburcio. " But why do you ask 
me ? What interest " 

" Fabian I Fabian !" interrupted Bois-Rose, in a soft^ 
apj)ealing tone, as if he was speaking to an infant — " what 
has become of you ?" 

" Fabian !" repeated the young man ; " I do not know the 
name." 

" Oh, my God !" exclaimed the Canadian, as if speaking 
to himself, ^^ since this name recalls nothing to him, it is 
not he I Why did I indulge in such a foolish hope ? And 
yet his features are just as Fabian's should be at his age. 
Pardon me," he continued, addressing himself to Tiburcio— 
*' pardon me, young friend. I am a fool I I have lost ray 
senses !" 

And throwing the fagot back upon the fire, he returned to 
his scat, placing himself with his back to the light, so thnt 
his countenance was concealed from the eyes of his com- 
panion. 

Both were for some minutes silent. Tiburcio was end - 
vouring to penetrate the past, and recall some vague rem • 
scences of infancy, that still lingered in his memory. 1 ) 
widow of Arellanos had told him all she knew of his ei ' 
history — of the gigantic sailor who had nursed him ; hv ) 
never occurred to Tiburcio that the great trapper by his i i 
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••» f.aureurde-bots of the American i^ilderness — could evei 
have been a seaman — much less that one of whom he had 
heard and read, and who was believed to have been his 
£ither. The strange interest which the trapper had exhi< 
bited and the questions he had asked, were attributed by 
him to mere benevolence. He had no idea that the latter 
referred to any one whom he had formerly known, and wlio 
was now lost to him ; for Bois-Rose had as yet told him 
nothing of his own history. 

As llbnrcio continued to direct his thoughts upon the past, 
certain vague souvenirs began to shape themselves in his 
I memory. They were only dim shadow^s, resembling the 
I retrospect of a dream, and yet he was impressed with the 
belief that they had once been realities. He was the more 
confirmed in this idea, because such visions had occurred tc 
him before — especially upon the night when he sat by the 
death-bed of his adopted mother — ^the widow of Arellanos. 
The revelations which she made to him before dying had 
revived in some mysterious way these shadowy souvenirs. 

After a while the young man made known his thoughts to 
his companion by the camp-fire, whose interest appeared to 
be forcibly re-awakened, and who listened with eager atten 
tion to every word. 

" I fency I can remember," said Tiburcio— " that is, if it 
be not a dream I have sometimes dreamt — a terrible scene. 
I was in the arms of a woman ^'ho held me closely to hex 
breast— that I was rudely snatched from her embrace by a 
wicked man — that she screamed and cried, but then all at 
once became silent ; but afker that I remember no more." 

These words appeared to produce an effect upon the Cana- 
dian; and his interest visibly increased as he listened, 

'*Tou can remember no more ?" he inquired, in an eager 
tone. " Can you not remember what sort of place it was in ? 
. Was it in a house ? or do you not remember whether the sefl 
I 
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was around you? That is a thing one is not likely to far« 
get." 

" No," answered Tiburcio, "I saw the great ocean for thm 
first time at Guaymas — that was four years ago— and ye$ 
from what has been told me I should have also seen it when 
I was a child." 

*' But when you saw it four years ago, did it not recall 
anything to your memory ?" 

" No, nothing." 

** Nothmg ?" repeated the Canadian, interrogatively, and 
in a despairing tone. 

** Nothing more than this same dream, which I have nii9<^ 
taken no doubt for reality." 

Bois-Rose again resumed his attitude of melancholy, and 
remained silent: 

After a pause Tiburcio continued : 

*' One figure appears to me in these visions that is diffescnt 
firom the rest." 

"What sort of figure?" inquired the Canadian, with 
renewed interest. 

'^ That of a man of a hale rude countenance, but notwith- 
standing one of kindly expression. This man loved me, for 
I now have his &ce before me more clearly than I ever had ; 
and I can trace that expression upon it." 

"And did you love him? can you remember that?* 
inquired the Canadian, while his heart beat with anxiety, aa 
ho awaited the answer. 

" I am sure I did, he was so kind to me. I can remembet 
he was kind to me." 

A tear stole over the bronzed cheek of the trapper as 1 
l.steued to these words ; and then turning his fiice once mo 
so that it was hidden from the view of Tiburcio, he mi 
mured to himself— 

"Alas, poor Fabian! he too loved mc— I know he did " 
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Then once more facing round to the fire, he hazarded a 
last question : 

" Do you not remember one circumstance above all ? Do 
you not remember that this man was suddenly separated 
from you in the midst of a terrible affray — ^?" 

The emotion under which Bois-Rose was suffering hin 
dcrcd him from finishing his interrogatory. His head fell 
between his knees, and he awaited in trembling the response 
which Tiburcio might make. 

The latter was silent for some seconds, as if endeavouring 
to. arrange the confused thoughts that had suddenly sprung 
up in his mind. 

'* Hear me !" said he at length, " you who appear to be a 
beacon guiding my memories of the past — hear what I can 
remember at this moment. There was one day of terror 
and confusion ; I saw much blood around me. The ground 
appeared to tremble — there was thunder or the noise of can- 
non« I was in great fear within a dark chamber, where I 
had been shut up — a man came to me ; it was the big man 
who loved me — ^" 

Tiburcio paused for an instant, as if to grjipple freshly 
with the vague reminiscences that were endeavouring to 
escape from him, while the Canadian appeared like one suf 
fering the agony of suspense. 

"Yes,'* resumed Tiburcio, "this man came to me — he 
lifted me up in his arms and carried me into the light — ^there 
he caused me to kneel down — oh I I now remember what he 
said — * kned!^ said he, • Jened my child! and pray for your 
mother [^ That is all I can remember.*' 

The Canadian who was still seated, appeared to tremble 
convulsively, as he listened to these last words ; but when 
Ifturcio had finished speaking, he rose suddenly to his feet r 
«nd rushing forward threw his arms wildly around the young 
man, while at the same time he cried out n a broken voice : 



mt 
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" Yatir mother whom I found dead beside you. Oh I my 
God ! Once more in need of a father, hast thou sent him to 
nio. Oh I Fabian ! Fabian 1 Come to my heart I It was I 
who caused you to kneel — I am that man I who in the bay oi 
Elanchovi " 

At this moment the report of a cai'bine echoed in the 
woodo ; and a bullet whistling through the air, passed close 
to the head of Tibuixio, striking a tree that stood behind 
him. 

This unexpected intruder at once put an end to the 
dialogue ; suddenly changing the tableaux of figures around 
the fire. Pcp6, who had heard the shot, sprang instanta- 
neously to his feet, and all three stood grasping their weapons, 
ready to receive the enemy who had committed the dastardly 
attempt. 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

SOUVENIBS OP XLAKCHOTI. 

While these incidents were passing by the trapper's camp- 
6re, Don Estevan was actively pursuing the execution of hii 
plans. 

From what little he had heard and seen of Diaz he had 
conceived a high opinion of this pei*son. He had observed 
in him a man of very difierent character fi'om the crowd of 
adventurers who usually make up expeditions of the kind be 
was about to lead. Don Augustin had pronounced upon liia 
courage ; and the chief himself had noticed the reser\'e with 
whloh Diaz treated his new associates Cuchillo and Baraja. 
Moreover, some words with Diaz himself ]iad confirmed Dos 
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Esteyan^s farotirable impression, and convinced him that the 
Indian fighter was a man of brave and loyal heart. He re- 
garded Diaz, therefore, as a valuable member of the expedi- 
tion, and resolved to attach him as much ajs possible to hii 
service — ^not merely with a view to his assistance in the 
search and conquest of the Valley of Gold, but for that 
higher aim which he had proposed to himself— the establish- 
ing of a kingdom. 

WhOe proceeding to the rendezvous designated by Cuchillo, 
Don Estevan took the opportunity of sounding Diaz on this 
important question. His bravery and address as a soldier 
were already known ; but these two qualities were not suffi- 
dei^t for the purposes of the Spaniard. Something more 
would be required of the man of whom it was his design to 
make both his lieutenant and confidant. 

The reply of Diaz to his very first question, convinced Don 
Estevan that Diaz was the vei-y man he stood in need of; 
but the time had not yet arrived for the leader to open him- 
self fully. He contented himself by simply obsei'ving, that 
in the event of the expedition being crowned with success, 
it might lead to an important affair — ^the sepai^ation of Sonora 
from the Federal Republic % 

At this moment the conversation between the chief and 
Pedro Diaz was interrupted by the report of a carbine. It 
was the shot fired by Cuchillo, which had caused the sudden 
alarm at the camp-fire of the trappers, but which as already 
known had fiiiled in its aim. 

If the outlaw had not yielded to his own cupidity, it is 
possible that Tiburcio would have fallen at that moment. 
The assassin would have ^aken with him his two associates 
Baraja and Oroche; and as three bullets instead of ont 
would thus have been aimed at the intendxjd victim, the 
chances are that some of them would have reached his life. 
But Cuchillo did not desire to have a partner in the deed. 
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who conid claim a share in the promised reward. He wai 
determined to have the twenty onzas to himself; and tliis it 
was that induced him to leave Baraja and Oroche behind hinu 
His design was well conceived, and might have been exe- 
cuted to his satisfiiction. No doubt his aim had been true 
enough; but it chanced to be taken at an inopportune 
"moment— just as Tiburcio sprang forward under the im- 
pulse of the revelation which Bois-Rose had made to 
him. 

Having delivered his fire the outlaw did not even stop to 
ascertain its effect ; but turning suddenly away, he ran to 
recover his hoi'se. The dread of being pursued and overtaken 
by the two trappers caused him to fly at full speed. He 
dreaded the vengeance of two men of whose singular courage 
and dexterity he had already been a witness. Fear, however, 
BO confused his senses, that on facing round, he was unable 
to remember in what direction he had come, or where tlio 
horse had been left ; and for some seconds he stood hesitating 
and doubtfuL 

Short as was this time, it might have proved fatal to him, 
but that his unexpected attack had somewhat disconcerted 
the camp. Both Bois-Rose and Tiburcio, internipted while 
suffering the most vivid emotions, stood for some moments in 
a state of stupor, while Pep6 was stretched out at full length, 
and supposed to be asleep. 

This was only apparent, however, for at the report he 
sprang to his feet as if he had heard the " hish " of the bul- 
let as it passed close to his ears. 

" Carraniba 1 ^'^ cried he, "I am curious to know which « " 
us that bit of lead was intended for, you or myself^ your 
man ; for I have heard your conversation, and I am no strf 
ger to this affair of Elanchovi." 

" Elanchovi !" exclaimed the Canadian. " What I do y 
know anything of Elanchovi ?** 
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•Ah, well do I,'' answered Pep6. " I have good reasons 
to know Elanchovi — ^but there's no time to talk of it now ; I 
will settle that business by-ond-bye, for it's a secret you can't 
comprehend without my help. So indeed it is tlic young 
count, and you have found him again ! Well, that's enough 
at present. Now, Bois-Rose, forward I You take to the 
right of where the shot came from, while this young man and 
I go to the left. The cowardly rascal who fired will no doubt 
be trying to turn our camp, and by going both ways, one or 
other of us will be likely to chance upon him. Away, Bois- 
Rose, away I'* 

Hurriedly pronouncing these words, Pep6 grasped his nfle 
and struck off to the left> followed by Tiburcio, who had no 
other weapon than his knife. The Canadian, suddenly stoop- 
ing, till his huge body was almost horizontal, glided off to 
the right under the branches of the trees, and then moved 
on with a silence and rapidity that showed how accustomed 
he was to this mode of progression. 

The camp-fire was abandoned to the guard of the half wild 
horse, that, freshly affrighted by the report of tlie carbine, 
once more plunged and reared, until he had almost strangled 
himself in the noose of his lazo. 

Meanwhile the day was beginning to break, and the red 
light of the fire was every moment growing paler under the 
first rays of the morning. 

"Let us stop here," said Pep6 to Tiburcio, as soon as they 
had reached a thicket where they could have the advantage 
of seeing Ttathout being seen, and from which they com- 
manded a view of the road leading to the Salto de Agua. 
"Stand closely behind this sumac bush," continued he; "I 
have an idea that this picaron, who has such a crooked sight, 
will pass this way. If he do, I shall prove to hira that the 
lessons Bois-Rose has given me have not been altogether lost 
iqwn me. I manage my piece somewhat better now than 
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whon I was in the service of her Catholic majesty. Thert 
iiONv, stand close, an.d not a word above a whisper.'' 

Tibiircio — oi", as we may now call him, Fabian de Mediana— 
obeyed with pleasure the injunctions of his companion. Hii 
spirit, troubled with the few strange words he had heard from 
l>ois-Rose and Pepe, was full of hope that the latter would 
be able to complete the revelation just begun ; and he waited 
with anxious silence to hear what the ex-carabinier might say. 

But the latter was silent. The sight of the yomig man— 
whom he had himself assisted in making an orphan^ and de- 
spoiling not only of his title and wealth, but even of his 
name — renewed within him the remorse which twenty years 
had not sufficed to blot ont from his memory. Under the 
dawning light he looked sadly but silently on the fiiceofthat 
child whom he had often seen plajdng upon the beach of 
Elanchovi. In the proud glance of the youth, Pep6 saw onco 
more the eyes of his high-bom mother ; and in tlie elegant 
and manly form he recognized that of Don Juan de Mediaoa, 
his father ; but twenty years of a rude and laborious life- 
twenty years of a struggle with the toils and dangers of the 
desert — had imparted to Fabian a physical strength &x supo- 
nor to that of him who had given him being. 

Pe))e at length resolved to break the silence. He could no 
longer restrain himself, sufl*ering as he was froni puch bitter 
memories. 

" Keep your eye fixed upon the road," said he, ** at yonder 
point, where it is lost among the trees. Vatch that point 
whilst I talk to you. It is the way in which Bois-Rose and 
I do when there is any danger threatening us. At the same 
time listen attentively to what I say." 

*' I listen," answered Fabian, direotmg his glance w> if 
companion had instructed him. 

" Do you remember nothing of your young days, more Q 
you have just related to the Canadian?" 
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•* Nothing — ever since I learnt that Arellanos \ras not m} 
&ther, I have tried to remember something, but to no pur 
pose. I do not even know who took care of me in mj 
infiincy." 

"No more know they of you, my poor young man. I ai>i 
the only one who can tell you these things of which you arc 
ignorant." 

" For heaven's sake speak I" impatiently cried Fabian. 
"Hush! not so loud!'* cautioned the trapper. "These 
i¥Oods, remote and solitary as they seem, nevertheless con* 
tain your deadliest enemy — unless, indeed, it was at me that 
the bullet was aimed. That may make a difference in your 
favour. In fact, since I have not been able to recognize you, 
I do not see how he can ?" 

" Who — of whom do you speak ?" brusquely demanded 
Fabian. 

" Of your mother's murderer — of the man who has robbed 
you of your titles, your honours, your wealth, and your 
name." 

*• I should be noble and rich then ?" cried Fabian, inter- 
rogatively. "Oh that I had but known it sooner — only 
yesterday !" 

Fabian's thoughts were upon Rosarita. If ho could have 
told this to her, in that sad parting interview, perhaps the 
result might have been different ! 

"Noble I yes!" replied Pep6, "you should be and shall 
yet, if I mistake not — ^but rich — ^alasl you are no more 
rich." 

" What matters it ?" responded Fabian, " to-day it would 
be too late." 

"Yes, but it does matter — ah! I know two men — one at 
least — ^who shall restore to you what you have lost, or die ir 
the attempt." 
•• Of wttom do you speak ?" 
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"Of one who, without knowing it, aided to some oxtcMit in 
the assassuiation of your mother— of one whom that snn 
souvenir has a thousand times troubled the conscience — ^who, 
in the silence of the night in the midst of the woods, has 
often fancied he could hear that cry of anguish, which at the 
time he mistook for the wailing of the breeze ag^iinst the 
dilTi of Elanchovi. It was the death scream of your poor 
mother. Ah I Don Fabian de Mediana," <;ontinued tbo 
speaker, in reply to the gesture of horror made by the young 
man, "Ahl that man's conscience has reproached him in 
stronger terms than you could use ; and at this hour he is 
ready to spill the last drop of his blood for yon." 

The impetuous passions of Fabian, for a moment softencJ 
by thoughts of Rosarita, were again inflamed to their utmos' 
He had already sworn to avenge the death of Arellanos, an** 
here was a new object of vengeance, the murderer of his own 
mother I The bland image of Rosarita at.once disappeared, 
paling away as the fire-light eclipsed by the brighter gleaiiu 
of the rising sun. 

" My mother's assassin !" cried he, his eyes flashing with 
furious indignation. " And you know him ?" 

" You also — ^you have eaten with him at the same table- 
under the same roof— that which you have just now quit- 
ted I" 

Pep6 without further interrogation went on to recount 
what he knew of the events of Elanchovi. He told Fabian 
who he was — ^that Don Estevan was no other than his uncle, 
Antonio de Mediana — of the marriage of his mother with 
Don Juan his fether — of the consequent '^Iwigrin of tJ»ii 
younger brother— of his infamous design, and the mann 
had been carried into execution. How Don Antonio, retu 
ing from the wars in Mexico, with his band of pirat 
adventurei-s, had landed in a boat upon the boach at Ei 
nada — ^how he had entered the chateau, and Mnth the hel 
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his two sabordinate villains bad abstracted the Countess and 
her in£int — himself Fabian — ^how the assassination of thu 
mother had been committed in the boat, and the child only 
spared in the belief tliat the murderer's steel was not neces- 
sary — in the belief that the waves and the cold atmosphere 
of a November night would complete the deed of death. 

Nor did Pepe conceal his own conduct connected with thi^ 
ftffidr. He disclosed all to his half-frantic listener — ^the aflei 
actions of Don Antonio with regard to himself—his imprison- 
ment and subsequent banbhment to the fisheries of Ceuta— 
hb escape at a later period to the prairies of America, and 
his meeting with Bois-Rose — ^with whom, however, no rccog- 
nition had ever been established about the events of £lan« 
chovi — since neither had ever mentioned that name in 
hearing of the other. 

All these things Pep6 narrated in turn, but briefly as the 
drcnmstancea required. The rest of his history Fabian 
already knew — at least, the greater pait of it ; Bois-Rose had 
partially made the revelation. 



CHAPTER XXXm. 

THS HAN IN THS TBLLOW JACKET. 

Bois-RosE, as already stated, had gone alone in a direction 
opposite to that taken by his comrades. His mind full of 
the danger with which Fabian was surrounded — Fabiuii 
restored to bim as if by a miracle — the Canadian continiitMj 
to advance with rapid strides. Ho examined every open« 
ing and aisle of the forest with an eye keenly bent, and an 
ear straining to catch the slightest sound. . 
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Afl-3r making a distance of a hundred yards or so, lie 
stopped in his tracks, and laying himself flat along the grass, 
placed his ear to the ground and listened attentively. In a 
ihw seconds' time a dull sound reached hhn — the hoof* 
strokes of a horse that seemed to approach the spot where he 

lay. ■ 

*' Pep6 is right," muttered he to himself as he started to 
his feet ; " the skunk is coming this way. Good ! ho has the 
advantage of me in being mounted ; but I have a rifle that I 
dare say will make up for the difference — enfant de grdce I 
he is here !" 

As this exclamation escaped him, the trapper was seen 
suddenly to raise his long rifle to hisshoulder. At the same 
instant a leathern jacket of yellowish colour appeared at some 
distance off among the leaves, and at about the height of a 
man on horseback. 

The sharp crack of a rifle was instantly followed by the 
disappearance of the leathem jacket : and, since for marksmen 
like Bois-Rose to take aim is to hit, the latter had no doabt 
that his enemy had fiiUen to the ground either dead or 
wounded. For a moment he thought of reloading ; but the 
ardour of his vengeance urged him to rush forward and 
make sure of his victim. In the event that the assassin should 
have companions, the trapper trusted to his great strength to 
equalize the chances of a hand-to-hand conflict. Neglecting 
all further precautions, therefore, like the hunter rushmg 
upon the wounded stag, he dashed forward through the trees 
toward the spot where his enemy had fallen. 

As he drew near, he could perceive a horse rearing f* ' 
ously in front of him, crushing the underwood as he plun 
violently from side to side. The horse was saddled r 
bridled, but there was no one in the saddle. This 
Bois-Rose to the belief that hb bullet had dismountf^c^ 
rider. 
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AH at once a shrill whistle rang through the trees ; and 
the horse uttered a loud neigh — as if in reply — ^galloping olY 
in the direction from which the signal had come. After 
making several lengths through the bushes, the horse came to 
a stop. Bois-Rose ran after, and in a few bounds was beside 
the animal. It was still dark under the shadow of the trees, 
but the Canadian could make out the form of a man upon 
the ground, at that moment struggling in the act of raising 
himself. Just then the horse dropped upon his knees, the 
man grasping the ponmiel of the saddle succeeded in crawl* 
ing into it ; a signal started the animal to his feet again ; and 
before the trapper could come up to the spot, both horse 
and man were fast disappearing behind the foliage of tlie 
trees. 

Bois-Rose launched after them a furious malediction ; and 
reloading his rifle as rapidly as he could, sent a bullet in the 
aame direction ; but the continued strokes of the liorse's feet 
billing upon his ear told him that his random shot had been 
delivered to no purpose. 

Without following further, he turned in the opposite direc- 
tion, and after imitating three times in succession, the howl- 
mg of the prairie wolf— a signal for Pepc — he strode off to 
the spot where the yellow jacket had fallen from the saddle. 

There he perceived the grass pressed down as if where a 
man^s body had fallen upon it ; and at about the height of a 
man on horseback, the branches of the sumac tree were broken, 
as though the horseman had caught at them in falling. There 
were no traces of blood, however — not a drop could be seen : 
but a carbine lying upon the ground showed that the 
horseman, in his hurry to escape, had left his weapon behind 
Lim. 

" My poor Fabian !" muttered he, " this will serve for hiin. 
In these woods a knife is not much worth ; this will be a 
b«tter weapon for bim»" 
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Somewhat consoled by this reflection, the trapper now 
tamed to go back in the direction of the camp-fire. He had 
not made a dozen steps, when the sharp report of a rifle fell 
npon his ear. 

" It is Pep6's 1" he cried. " I know it. God grant he maj 
have made a better shot than I have done !'' 

Just then a second report echoed through the woods. It 
sounded sadly on the ear of the Canadian — who did not 
recognize it — and being now the victim of a terrible uncer- 
tainty, he ran with all speed in the direction whence the 
Bound had come. 

Another report that now reached him added to theangnish 
of his suspense ; for this time, like the last, it was not the 
well-known crack of his comrade's rifle. 

Almost at the same instant, however, he heard Pep£'s voice 
calling out: 

^^Come back, Fabian I come backl What is the use 
of '' 

A third detonation seemed to cut short the speech of the 
ex-coastguard — as if he had &llen by the ballet — while no 
voice of Fabian was heard to make reply. A profound and 
frightful silence followed the last shot, which was broken 
only by the voice of the mock-bird, who appeared imperfectly 
to imitate the words that had been spoken, and then com- 
menced chanting a plaintive song — as if mourning the death 
of those who had fidlen by the shots. 

The Canadian ran on for some moments, until — ^unable 
longer to restrain himself— he paused, and cried out, at the 
risk of exposing himself to some ambushed enemy: 

"Ilola! Pep6! — where are you ?" 

" Here !" answered the voice of the ex-carabinier. ** ^ 
are here, straight before you — ^Don Fabian and my 
Come on !*' 

A cry of joy was all the response the Canadian could h 




lb time the animal gave a furious leap across the gulf and reached the opposite 
ik ; but one of his feci slipped, and after a short struggle ho fell backwards, 
h bane .and rider disappearing in the'flood.— Paok 247. 
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and the next moment another joyous sbont, as he came upon 
the ground and perceived that both his companious were still 
m safety. 

"The skunk ought to he wounded," said he; "my shot 
caused him to tumble out of his saddle. You Jivere .perhaps 
more fortunate than I ? I heard your piece speak — ^havc you 
throwed him, Pep6 ?" 
Pep6 shook his head in the negative. 
**If you mean the fellow in the yellow jacket," said he, "I 
fimcy the devil has him under his protection ; for I had a fair 
nght on him — ^and yet he's off 1 He^s not alone, however ; 
there are four other horsemen along with him ; and in one 
of these gentleman I have recognized him whom they here 

call Don Estevan de Arechiza, but who is no other than " 

'*I have seen only the fellow in the leather jacket," inter- 
rupted the Canadian ; " and here is his gun, Fabian, for you. 
But are you quite safe ?" continued he, in an anxious tone. 
** You are sure you are not wounded ?" 

"No, no — ^my friend — my father I" cried Fabian, flinging 
himself into the trapper's arms, as if they had just met after 
a long separation. 

"Oh, Pep6!" cried the Canadian, his eyes filling with 
tears, as he pressed Fabian convulsively against his great 
bosom, and then held him at a distance as if to get a better 
view of him. "Is he not grand? Is he not beautiful? He 
— once my little Fabian — oh I" 

"Pep6 has told me all," said Fabian. " Among these men 
IS the murderer of my mother." 

"Yes," exclaimed Pep6; "and by the Virgin of Atocha 
I as not delay here. There is no time for sentiment — the 
1 tin must not escape us. Justice, so long evaded, mu^it 
I f have its due." 

' s God iplls I" rejoined Fabian. 
' three friends now held f^ rapid council as to what 
11 
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course was best to be taken. It was coDclnded by tbdi 
resolving to follow the horsemen as rapidly as possible along 
the road which these had taken — the road to Tubac. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE BLOOD OF THE MEDIANAS. 

Afteb having uselessly discharged their carbines several 
times, from too great a distance for the balls to be dangerous, 
Oroche and Baraja had rejoined Cachillo. 

The outlaw was as pale as death ; the ball fired at him bj 
the Canadian had creased his head, and it was this had caused 
him to fall from his horse. Doubtless Bois-Rose would then 
have crushed him, like a venomous reptile, but for the horse. 
The noble animal, seeing that his master could not ndse hiia« 
self unaided, bent down that he might seize his mane, and 80^ 
reach the saddle, and when he felt his roaster once more 
firmly seated on his back, he had set off at full gallop, and 
carried him away beyond the reach of Bois Rose. 

This was not the only danger run by the outlaw. When 
his accomplices had rejoined him and all three had come up 
with Don Estevan and Diaz, another danger was in store for 
him. The Spaniard had no need to interrogate Cuchillo in 
order to learn that Fabian had once more escaped. F*")!!! 
the disappointed air of the two followers, and the pale 3as 
of the outlaw, who was still tottering in his saddle, <»> 
Estevan guessed all. 

Deceived in his expectation, the rage of the Spaniard i rsi 
put He rode up to Puchillo, crying, in a yoice pf %]xvr }t 
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•* CoVardly and clatnsy knave !" and in his blind fury, with 
oat reflecting that Guchillo alone knew the secret of the 
Grolden Valley, he drew his pistol. Luckily for the outlaw, 
Pedro Diaz threw himself quickly between him and Don 
Estevan, whose fury gradually subsided. 

" And those men who are with him — who are they f '' cried 
he. 

^The two tiger-killers,'' replied Baraja. 

A short deliberation took place in a low voice between 
Don Estevan and Pedro Diaz, which ended by these words, 
pronounced alohd : 

^ We must destroy the bridge of the Salto de Agua, and 
the devil is in it if they overtake us before we reach Tubac ;" 
and at this they ail set off at full gallop. 

Fabian had heard Don Estevan say to Cuchillo, the night 
before, that he should only pass two hours at the hacienda 
before his departure ; and as the last events which had taken 
l^aoe at Don Angustin's must have tended to shoi-ten his 
stay, there was no time to hesitate. The horse of Pep6 
became a precious auxiliary in following the fugitives, and, 
if necessary, for cutting off their retreat. It remained 
to be decided who should mount him, and undertake ka 
enterprise so perilous as opposing singly the flight of five 
armed horsemen. 

" I shall follow them,»» said Fabian. 

So saying, he rushed towards the animal, who recoiled in 
terror ; but seizing the cord by which he was tethered, the 
young man threw a handkerchief over his eyes. Tremblmg 
in every limb, the horse remained quiet, while Fabian 
brought Pep6'8 saddle, which he placed on his back, and 
then arranged the lazo so as to form at once a bridle and a 
Ruiffle, He was about to moimt without removing the hand* 
Wehief, when Pep6, at a sign from Bois-Rose, interposed. 

•* Gently," said he, "if any one here hab .i right to mount 
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this animal, it is I — ^I who captured him, and to whom ht 
belongs." 

"Do you not see," cried Fabian, impatiently, "that he if 
not branded^ which shows that he has never yet been 
mounted ? if you care for the safety of your liniba, I advise 
you not to try him." 

"That is my business," said Pep^ advancing; but scarcely 
had the animal felt his hand on the pommel, and his foot ou 
the stirrup, than with a furious bound he threw him ten feet 
off. Pep6 uttered an angry oath, but Fabian vaulted into 
the saddle without touching the stirrups. 

"Stop! Fabian, stop I" cried Bois-Rose, in a tone of 
anguish, " you must not go alone and risk falling into their 
hands." 

But already Fabian had removed the handkerchief; and 
the noble animal, his eyes restored to the light, made furious 
efforts to free himself from a weight which he felt for the first 
time, but at last stood motionless and trembling. Bois-Bose 
profited by this moment to seize the bridle, but was shaken 
off by another furious bound, and the terrified animal rushed 
awa/ with such impetuosity that it was no longer in haman 
power to restrain him. For a few moments the Canadian 
watched the intrepid rider struggling with the fury of the 
horse, and then both disappeared from his bight. 

"They will kill him," cried he; "they are five to one. 
Let us follow as closely as we can, Pep6, to protect once 
more my lately recovered child." 

Bois-Rose threw his rifle over his shoulder, and was already 
taking gigantic strides after Fabian. 

*' The horse is difficult to manage," ci-ied he ; ** I am < i^ 
tain that he will not go straight ; we shall perhaps arrive a 
soon as he. Ah t Don Estevan, your evil star has gu il 
you to these outlaws." 

Fabian, like those legendary cavaliers whoiii no J 
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appaib, passed with fearfal rapidity over hillocks, ravines, and 
fiJlen trunks of trees. Pepe was not wrong ; in spite of the 
•tart that the pursued had of bim, Fabian would soon have 
overtaken them, could he have guided his horse ; but luckily, 
or unluckily for him, the intractable animal deviated con- 
stantly from the track ; and it was only after- prodigious 
efforts that he could bring him. back to the road, which 
wound through the wood, and on which the traces of the five 
fugitives were visible, and thus the pursuer constantly lost 
ground. 

However, after an hour of this straggle, the horse began 
to find that he had met with his master, and that his strength 
was becoming exhausted ; the curb, held by a vigorous hand, 
compressed his jaws, his speed gradually relaxed, his bounds 
became less violent, and he ended by obeying the hand 
which guided him. As if by common consent, man and horse 
stopped to take breath. Fabian profited by this rest to look 
aronnd him; his heart began to beat less rapidly and he 
could both hear and see. Trampled leaves, newly broken 
branches and the prints of horses' feet, were clear indications 
of the passage of those who fled before him. 

Suddenly the sound of falling water struck upon his car. 
In another moment the fugitives would have gained the rus* 
tic bridge which crossed the wide and deep bed of the tor* 
rent; their united efforts might destroy it, and then all pur- 
suit would be useless. While he was seeking for a ford Don 
Estevan would escape through the vast plains which 
extended to Tubac. This thought aroused anew the young 
man's passion ; and pressing his horse's side he galloped 
along the path, the windings of which still hid his enemies 
fi-om view. Tliis time his horse had grown docile and flew 
ilong the road. 

The noise of the torrent soon drowned that of the horse's 
fi^^t, but before long human voices nzingled with it. This 
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sound prodaceJ upon Fabian as powerful an effect aj hk 
repeated blows did upon his horse ; a few minutes more and 
he would confront the enemies whom he was burning to 
reach. The impetuous pace of a horse excites a man to the 
greatest degree ; horse and rider re-act upon each other, and 
Fabian in his excitement forgot the inequality of numbers^ 
therefore the spectacle which met his eyes was one that 
caused him a bitter disappointment. 

As already stated, a bridge composed of trunks of trees 
roughly cut, joined the two steep banks, between which 
roared the Salto de Agua. This bridge broad enough for a 
horse to pass over, rested at each end on the bare rock with- 
out anything to secure it, and the strength of a few mea 
might overturn the trees and render the crossing impos- 
sible. 

Just as Fabian reached the bridge, four horses, urged on 
by their riders, were pulling vigorously, with ropes attached 
to the trees, which at that moment yielding, fell with a crash 
into the torrent. 

Fabian uttered a cry of rage. A man turned round— it 
was Don Estevan, but Don Estevan separated from him by 
an impassable barrier, and looking triumphantly at him. 

Fabian, his clothes torn to pieces by the brambles, and his 
face so transformed by fury as to be scarcely recognizable, 
rushed forward in his blind i-age to cross the river. But his 
horse reared violently and refused to proceed. 

" Fire on him !" cried Don Estevan, **or the madman will 
derange all our plans. Fire I tell you 1*» 

Three carbines were already pointed at Fabian, whe at 
some distance behind him loud voices Avere heard, and 1 p^ 
and the Canadian appeared. At the sight of these forn la- 
ble rifles, the outlaws hesitated ; Fabian made a new ei \ 
but the frightened horse i>lunged and reared as before. 

** Fire I" again cried Don Eijtevan. 
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"Wo to him who does I" shonted the Ganadinn, "and 
you, FaLian, in heaven's name, retire !" ' 

" Yes, it is I, Fabian !" cried the Count, in a voice which 
drowned the thunder of the torrent and the cries of the 
hunters, "^ Fabian, who comes to avenge his mother's blood 
upon the infamous Don Antonio de Mediana I" 

Then, while his voice still sounded in the ears of Don 
Estevan, who ibr the first time in his life stood motionless 
with terror, the impetuous young man drew his knife and 
pricked his horse with it. 

This time the animal ga^e a furious leap across the gulf 
and reached the opposite bank ; but one of his feet slipped, 
and after a short struggle he fell backwards, both horse and 
rider disappearing in the flood. A cry of anguish burst from 
the Canadian and one of triumph from the opposite bank ; 
but both were quickly drowned by the roar of the torrent 
■8 it closed over its double prey. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 
JL bird's ets view of thx desxbt. 

Abodt a fortnight after the events just related, other 
icenes were taking place in a part of the desert which 
extends from Tubac to the American frontier. But before 
referring to the actors let us describe the theatre on which 
Aey once more met. 

The vast plains which separate Mexico from the United 
States are known only by the va^ue reports of hunters or 
seekers — ^at least that part watered by the river Gihi 
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and its tiibntaries. This river, which takes its rise in ib« 
distant mountains of the Mimbres, passes under various 
names tlirough an immense extent of sandy barren country, 
the arid monotony of which is interrupted only by tho 
ravines hollowed by the waters, which, in their erraiio 
course, ravage without fertilizing. 

The reader must imagine himself at a spot distant about 
sixty leagues from Tubac. The sun, inclining towards the 
west, was already daning oblique rays; it was the hour when 
the wiud, although still hot, no longer seems to come out of 
tho mouth of a furnace. It was about four o'clock in the 
afternoon, and light white clouds, tinted with rose colour, 
indicated that the sun had run two thirds of his coui-se; 
above, in tho deep blue sky, an eagle hung motionless over 
the desert, the only visible inhabitant of the air. From 
thehciglit where thS king of birds balanced himself maj%>sti- 
cally, his eye could perceive on the immense plain, many 
human beuigs, some of whom were in groups, and others at 
so great a distance apart as to be visible to him alone, and 
not to each other. 

Just beneath the soarmg bird was a kind of irregnlar 
natural circle formed by a hedge of cacti, with their fleshy 
leaves and thorny points, with which were mingled the pale 
foliage of the bois defer. At one end of this hedge was an 
elevated piece of ground two or three feet high, with a flat 
top, which overlooked it on all sides. All around this 
entrenchment, untouched by the hand of man, stretched arid 
plains or a succession of little hillocks which appeared like 
motionless waves in a sea of sand. 

A troop of about sixty men on horseback had alightec a 
this place. The steaming horses showed that they 1 d 
travelled fest. There was a confused noise of human voi a, 
the neighing of horses, and the rattling of every kind f 
weapon — for it did not appear to be a regular cavalry cc a 
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Lancefl with red pennons, muskets, carbines and double* 
barrelled gans were hanging from the saddle bows. 

Some of the men were cleaning their horses, while others 
were lying on the sand under the shelter of the cacti; a little 
farther back were a number^f mules advaticibg'to wards the 
halting-place, and behind them again, some twenty carts, 
heavily laden. 

Visible to the eyes of the eagle, in the road along which 
these travellers must have passed, were corpses of men and 
animals strewn on the arid plain, marking the bloody track 
of this band of adventurers. Doubtless our readers have 
already recognized the Gold-seekers under the command of 
Don Estevan de Arechiza. 

When the mules and the carts joined the horsemen, the 
mules were unharnessed and the horses unsaddled ; the carts 
were unloaded and then linked together with iron chains, 
while the saddles of the animals were piled upon one 
another, and served with the cacti to fill up the spaces be- 
tween the wheels and foim a formidable barricade. The ani- 
mals were tied to the cai-ts, and the cooking utensils placed 
by the side of the brushwood brought from a distance ; a por* 
tabic forge was established ; and this colony, which seemed 
as though it had risen from the ground as by a miracle, was 
soon busily employed, while the anvil resounded with the 
blows which were fashioning horses' shoes and repairing 
wheels. 

A man richly dressed, but whose clothes were faded with 
snn and dust, alone remained on horseback in the middle of 
the camp, looking earnestly around him. This man was the 
chief of the troop. Three other men were occupied mean- 
while iu fixing the poles of a tent, and then placing on itj 
summit a red banner on which was painted a scutcheon with 
u golden stars on an azure ground, with the motto, " I will 
watch.** The chief then alighted, and after having given an 

11* 



253 T&B irOOD-BAXGBBS. 

order to one of his men, who mounted and left the camft 
be entered the tent. All these preparations had occa 
pied barely half-an-hour, so much were they simplified bj 
habit. 

To the right of the camp, but fer distant, arose from the 
sand a mass of gum-trees and ironwoods^ the only trees pro- 
duced by these arid plains. Here a second troop had halted. 
They had neither carts nor baggage mules, but were about 
double the number of the other party. By the bronzed com- 
plexions of the riders, some almost naked, others covered 
with skins and with waving plumes of eagle's feathers, and 
by the brilliant red and yellow with which they were 
painted, it was easy to recognize a party of Indians. 

Ten of them— doubtless the chiefs — ^gravely seated round 
a fire which produced more smoke than flame, were passing 
from hand to hand the calumet or pipe of council. Their 
arms, consisting of leathern bucklers — surrounded by a thidc 
fringe of feathers — axes, and knives, were laid by their ride. 
At some little distance and out of hearing,,five warriors held 
a number of horses, strangely accoutred with wooden sad- 
dles covered with skins. These horses belonged to the 
chiefs, and seemed difficult to restrain. 

As one of the chiefs passed the calumet to the others, he 
pointed to a spot in the horizon. The eyes of a European 
would only have seen a slight grey cloud against the blue 
sky, but the Indian recognized a column of smok^ — ^that 
rising from the camp of the whites. 

At that moment an Indian messenger arrived with some 
news, and all the party crowded round him. 

Now between the two camps the eye of the eagle co 
discover another rider, but alone and out of sight of bo 
parties. It was doubtless he who was being sought for 
the messenger despatched from the camp of the gold-seeb 
This man rode a grey horse, and seemed to be seekin. 
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track ; he was dressed as a European ; and his complexion, 
thoagh much bronzed, denoted that he belonged to that race. 

It was Cuchillo, who, resuming his course, caused his 
hoi-se to siount one of the hillocks, where he could perceive 
the columns of smoke arising from the two camps. The 
Indians perceived him at the same time : for a long howl, 
like that of a hundred panthers, arose, and the king of birds, 
terrified by the tumult, soon became only a black speck in 
the clouds. The outlaw fled rapidly in the opposite direc* 
tion and the Indians rushed after him. 

Still further in the horizon, placed so as to form a trian* 
gle with the other camps, was a third group of men scarcely 
visible to the eagle himself. They were encamped npon a 
small islet in the midst of a river fringed with trees, and 
over which rested a light fog. The desert of Tubac ended 
at this river, which, flowing from east to west, divided, a 
]eBgne below the island, into two branches, and formed a 
vast delta — bounded by a chain of hills which were now 
shrouded by the fog. 

In this delta, more than a league square, lay the Golden 
Vaney. 

All these different groups of people will soon meet, like 
the waves which, raised by oposing winds, break against 
each other in the immensity of the ocean. 

Thanks to a skillful manoeuvre of Pedro Diaz, the expedi- 
tioD, on arriving near the Golden ^^^^7) ^^ concealed for 
two days from the Indians the route they had taken. But 
to associate himself with sixty companions did not please 
Cuchillo, who, under the pretence of reconnoitring the coun* 
try, had separated himself from his companions. It was to 
Indicate the position of their bivouac that they had lighted a 
fire m the camp, and to find him that Don Estevan had sent 
out a messenger. Cuchillo, indeed, was the only one wh^ 
ooald guide them to the Golden Valley. 
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A bold tbougbt was in Cucbillo^s mindf but the execalioii 
of tbis project was yet to lead bim to a fearful punishinenki 
wbicb be well de8er\'ed. We cannot, however, speak of tbu 
at present. 

A man, as we bave said, bad arrived at tbe Indian camp 
witb news. This man, in seeking tbe enemies whom they 
were ]>arsuing, bad reached the bank of the riyer, and 
concealed by the willows, had perceived three white men. 
These three \pen could only be Bois-Rose, Pep6 tbe Span- 
iard, aiid Fabil^i de Medir . It was indeed this trio of 
friends. ^ 

We left Bois-Rbse and ' * '• »n tbe banks of the torrent in 
which the young Spaniarc ' '^ ited by tbe tale be bad beard 
of bis mothei^ 'assasainatioD, and full of fury, had nearly 
found a tomb. Fortunately the £dl had been &tal only to 
tbe horse, and the rider had escaped* by a miracle. The 
three friends had resumed their purscdt; but, forced to pro* 
ceed on foot white their enemies were on horseback, they 
bad only amved at Tubac dn the day the expedition left it, 
after having travelled sixty leagues in five days. 

Then it became more easy to follow the adventurers — 
who were retarded by their baggage — ^and ten days' march 
bad brought tbe intrepid companions to the same point as 
their enemies ; for although forced for safety to take a dif 
ferent route, they bad rarely lost mght of the fires of their 
bivouacs. Surrounded ^fi he was, however, Don fistcvan 
eould not be easily captured. 

When tbe Indian messenger bad finished his report, the 
wari-iors deliberated afi*esh. The youngest of the ten. 
called upon to speak first, said : 

** The whites have sometimes the legs of a deer, sometim 
the courage of the puma, and the cunning of the jacki 
They bave concealed their route for two dr^ya from e.^ 
which can trace that of the eagle in the air ; it is anoti 
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\ on their part to scatter their warrioi^ and we must seek 
them near the island in river Gila." 

After a minute's silence, another spoke : 

^The whites have doubtless a thousand stratagems at their 
service, but can they increase their stature ? No ; and if on 
the contrary they could make themselves so small that the 
Indian eye could not perceive them, they would do it. 
Oar enemies are from the south — ^these men just discovered 
come from the north — ^it is not therefore towards tJie island 
that we must go," / 

In the midst of these contradictcvjf opinions, the shouts of 
the Indians, at the sight of Cxx&iXfy^'^uv^ forth, compelling 
the chie& to suspend their ^dW ^ ratly until the warriors 
who pursued him had retumedJ^VjWroey reappeared, they 
reported that they had discovered the trail of the whites. 
Then the second chief who had spoken — a man of tall stature 
and darker in colom- than'lnosl^ of^^his tribe — whence his 
name of the J^/ocM/rc^— again «{n5?e : 

" I have aaid that that the men who come from the north 
could not form part of those\who come from the south. I 
have always seen that th^ -south and the north are enemies 
of one another like the winds which blow from opposite 
quarters. Let us send a message to the three warriors on 
the island and ask them to join us against the other whites, 
and the Indian will be gladdened at the death of his enemies 
by the hands of each other." 

But this advice, dictated by prudence and knowledge of 
mankind, found no support in the council. The Blackbird 
was forced to yield, and it was agreed that the mass of the 
troop should march against the camp, while only a small 
detachment should, be sent to the island. 

A quarter of an hour after, one hundred men set off for the 
eamp; while twenty others went towards the island, thirsting 
for the blood of the three men who had taken shelter there. 
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It i» towards the end of the month of March that vre find 
the gold-seekers and their chief in the camp described, after 
they had lost by the Indians and by the numberless dangen 
of the desert, forty of their men. But although weakened 
by this loss, still the chances between them and the Indians, 
ever ready to defend their territory, were nearly equal 
On each side was cunning, and the habit of following an 
almost invisible track, while the cupidity of the one was 
equalled by the ferocity of the other. 

Nevertheless the enthusiasm was no longer so great as on 
the day when, after having celebrated a mass for the success 
of their expedition, the adventurers had set off from Tubac, 
uttering cries of triumph, which were accompanied by the 
sound of cannon and the acclamations of the inhabitants. No 
precaution had been omitted by Don Estevan, who seemed 
to foresee eveiything. Until then, in these kind of expedi- 
tions, each man had acted for himself, and^trusted to himseli 
and his own horse for his safety ; but the Spaniard had disci- 
plined this band, and forced them to obey him, while the 
carts that he had brought served both for transport and for 
defence. Thus moved the ancient people of the north in 
their invading journeys towards the south of Europe. No 
former expedition had penetrated so far into the desert ns 
had this one, under the guidance of its skillful chief. 

The responsibility which weighed upon Don Estevan 
would of itself have been enough to account for the clouds 
upon his brow ; but perhaps he thought more of the past 
than of the present or the future. He had been able to com- 
pare the energy of Fabian with the pusillanimity of the Sen- 
ator Tragaduros. Carried away by the course of events, 1 
had thought only of removing his nephew from his patl 
but when the young man disappeared in the gulf shouting 
fierce menace to his father's brother, he had suddenly felt 
immense void, and a scarcely-closed wound had re-opened 
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loB heart. He missed one thing amidst all his prospcritr ; 
and in spito of himself, the pride of race revived in his breast, 
and an ardent sympathy had seized upon him for the ardent 
young man, loved by Doiia Rosarita, who might perhaps 
have replaced the Senator in the execution of his bold plan. 

He regretted having allowed himself to be led away b^ 
oircnmstances, and at the moment when the last of th« 
Medianas — except himself— disappeared from his eyes, he 
regretted an heir so worthy to bear the name. Now, when 
on the eve of mounting another step by the conquest of the 
Golden Valley, this regret became more vivid. 

This was not the only care, however, which then preoccu- 
pied Antonio de Mediana ; the absence of Cuchillo made him 
uneasy, and he began to have a suspicion of this man^s 
perfidy. 

Cuchillo had gained considerably upon the Indians who 
pursued him ; but no sooner did he perceive through the 
hedge the entrenchment raised by his companions than he 
slackened his pace. The distance at which he still was from 
the camp was too great to enable him to be perceived by the 
sentinels ; and when he saw the Indians who pursued him 
halt at sight of the column of smoke, he stopped altogether. 
His plan was to go into the camp as late as possible, so as 
only to give the alarm at the last moment. He knew enough 
of the Indians to play this dangerous game with the roost 
perfect sang froid ; he knew that they never attacked but 
with superior numbers, also that some hours would elapse 
before they decided on attacking the camp at all ; that, 
satisfied with having recovered the track of their enemies, his 
pursuers would return and carry the report to their com« 
panions. 

He was right ; and enchanted at the effect of his ruse, the 
outlaw lay down behind a mouud of earth, leady to resume 
bis couise when his senR^s should warn him of the approach 
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of danger. By regaining the camp only a fcw minntei 
before the attack, he hoped also to escape the questions of 
Don Estovan. 

" We should have sixty to divide the treasure,^ thought 
he, *^ had I not taken care to diminish that number. Theiii 
while the whites and reds are fighting together, I ^ 

A distant explosion, like that of a rific, interrupted hit 
meditations. This sound appeared to come from the north, 
and indeed proceeded from the river, where were Bois-Rose 
and his companions. 

'^ It is strange that such a sound should proceed from that 
quarter," said Cuchillo, " for the white camp is eastward and 
the red westward," 

A second shot was heard ; then a third, followed by a short 
silence, to which succeeded a continual firing. Cuchillo 
trembled. He fancied that a second white party, distinct 
from his, were about to seize the coveted treasures. Then he 
feared that Don Estevan had despatched a detachment to 
take possession of the Golden Valley. But reason soon 
showed him the little probability of cither of these surmises. 
A party of men must have left traces which he should have 
discovered dnring the two days he had been. scouring the 
C30untry ; and then it was not probable that Don Estevan 
would have dared to weaken his force by dividing it. He 
therefore lay still, and concluded that the sounds proceeded 
from some party of American hunters surprised by the natives. 

We must return to the camp of Don Antonio, where the 
firing had also been heard, and where it had given rise to a 
host of conjectures. 

Evening had come on, and red clouds marked the fi f 
trace of the setting sun ; the earth began to freshen uj t 
the approach of night, and the crescent of the moon to gr r 
more and more bxilliant, under the light of which the ct p 
appeared picturesque. 
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On the rising ground which overlooked the whole entrench 
ment) ^ose, as we have said, the chiefs tent with its floating 
banner. A feeble light from within indicated that he was 
still watching, and several fires, made in holes dug in the 
sand or surrounded by stones — ^lest their light should betray 
their position — threw a subdued red glare around ; while, in 
case of attack, fhgots were prepared to illumine the camp. 
Groups of men lying down, and others preparing the even- 
ing meal, were mingled with the horses and mules, who 
were eating their rations of maize. 

The careless and satisfied look upon every face, showed 
that these men confided the care of their defence wholly to 
their chief. At the entrance to the tent lay a man, like a 
dog watching over his master ; and from his long hair and 
the guitar by the side of his rifle, it was easy to recognize 
Oroche. His time seemed to be divided between the con- 
templation of a heaven glittering with stars, and the care of 
keeping up a fire of green wood, the smoke of wliich rose in 
a vertical column silvered by the moon. Beyond the 
entrenchments the moonlight whitened the plain, and even 
the fog which covered the summits of a chain of mountains 
which were visible in the horizon. 

Behind the carts paced the sentinels, carbine in hand. 
Among the various groups of men scattered about were 
Benito, the servant of Don Estevan, and Baraja. They were 
engaged in conversation. 

^ Seiior Benito," said Baraja, speaking to the old herd9 
man, " you who are so well acquainted with all the afiTairs of 
these deserts, can you explain to me what is the cause of 
these shots, which we have been hearing ever since noon, 
wd which can only be fired by our enemies, the Indians ?" 

" It is difiicult to say," answered Benito ; " but certainly 
they must have some good reason for wasting so ranch pow- 
4er — a scarce article among them. It appeal's probable 
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enough that poor Cuchillo is captured ; or maj be the SeSot 
Gayforos, who was sent after him." 

" But why should they keep firing from time to time ?— 
one shot would be enough to put an end to either Cuchillo 
or Gayferos ; whereas we have heard volleys." 

'* Ah ! it may be that the savages are practising one of 
their horrible modes of punishment — perhaps they are firing 
at their victims merely for the sport. There is one tenihle 
torture they inflict — ^I remember to have been ." 

"Hold there, friend Benito 1" cried Baraja, interrupting 
him, " no more of your horrible stories ; I have not forgot- 
ten that frightful night by the well of La Poza." 

" Well," rejoined the herdsman, " unless they are firing at 
either Cuchillo or Gayferos — or perhaps at both — ^I cannot 
divine the cause of their continued fusillade. These Indiana 
are as curious as the very devil ; and they can extract a 
secret almost as effectually as the Holy Inquisition itselC 
Perhaps they are frightening either the guide or Gayferos to 
betray the situation of our camp," 

" God forbid they should succeed t" exclaimed Baraja. 

"I join you in the prayer," said the ex-herdsman; "but 
I cannot help remarking, how imprudent in our chief to 
permit the fire. The smoke has been rising all day like a 
column. In an atmosphere like this it may be seen for 
leagues off!" 

** I agree with you," replied Baraja ; " but then you know 
it was khidled at the express wish of the guide — so that he 
might find the way to where we should be encamped. Both 
humanity towards Cuchillo, as well as our own interest in ' ' 
fiafety, required us to light the fire." 

"Ah! that is not so certain. Between ourselves, 
haven^t much confidence in this Cuchillo. He appears to 
<)oe of those guides whose -paths sdways end in quagmire 

'* But have you not heard the rumour of the camp ?*» 
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■* What rnmour? That Don Egjtevan is not going by nier« 
l^nzard to search for a mine of gold ; but that he already 
knows of the existence of a rich placer ? Is it that you 
mean?** 

" Yes— or rather that Don Estevan knows of the existence 
of the placer ; but not iohere it is, or the road that leads to 
it This is only known to Cuchillo, whose death would 
therefore be an irreparable loss to all of us." 

**BahI" replied the ex-herdsman, with a shake of the 
head ; ^ Cuchillo's face is one that could never deceive an 
experienced eye. For my part I hope I am deceived in him, 
though I doubt it," 

^ Oh, Senor Benito, yon always look upon the dark side oi 
things.** 

** Well, perhaps bo— and on this very night I may espe* 
dally appear a bird of ill omen, for I cannot help feeling the 
presentiment that there is danger near us. See I look yon- 
der! The animals have left off eating — bath mules and 
horses. Observe how they stand listening, as if they heard 
something. Well, what is to come will come; and I have 
not much to lose — even my life is not worth much.'* 

And with this consolatory speech the old shepherd wrapped 
himself up in his cloak and lay down to sleep. 

Not so Baraja. Tlie words of his comrade had produced 
their effect, and he was unable to compose himself to rest. 
His imagination depicted to him a thousand phantoms, and 
every moment he fancied he could hear the yells of the sava« 
ges, as they rushed forward to attack the camp. Not that 
the ex-haciendado was altogether a coward ; but there was 
reason for his fears ; and the darkness of the night, as well 
IS the strange behaviour of the animals, was sufficient cause 
to render even a brave man apprehensive of danger. 

After the long day's march, all the adventurers were 
Asleep— stretched here and there upon the ground. The 
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sentinels alone were awake, and watching — ^now and then 
raisuig along the lines tlieir monotonous cry of " Sailinela 
alerte/^^ It was the only sound that for a long time inter- 
rupted the silence of the night. 

After remaining awake for a considerable time, Baraja 
began to feel confidence, and perhaps would have gone to 
sleep, like the others, when all at once he heard several shots, 
similar to those that had been heard dunng the day, and 
which appeared to proceed from the same direction. 

"They are still firing over there,*' said he, nndging the old 
herdsman so as to awake him. 

*' No matter," grumbled Benito ; " let them fire away. If 
it be not Cuchillo or Gayfcros, we needn't care. So, friend 
Baraja, I wish you good night — go to sleep youraelf. In the 
desert, time for sleep is precious, although at any minute you 
may be sent to sleep in eternity — Good night !»» 

After this terrifying speech, the ex-herdsman drew his 
cloak over his eyes to keep out the rays of the moon, when 
a noise made by the mules caused him to raise his head 
again. " Ah I" said he, " the red devils are not far off." 

The neigh of a horse was now heard from a distance, 
accompanied by a cry of alarm, and the next moment a man 
was seen riding up at full gallop. 

" It is Cuchillo," cried the servant ; then, in a low voice, 
to Baraja, " Let the travellers take care when the will-o'-the 
wisp dances on the plain !** . 
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CaaLAPTER XXXVL 

XBB ALABX. 

That eyemnf^^ as usual Don Estev^an watched in his tent, , 
while his people reposed. By the light of a smoky candle, 
the Spaniard, in spite of the modest appearance of liis lod<ring 
and of his dnst-covered clothes, seemed to have lost nothing 
of the dignity of his appearance or of his grand air. His 
complexion, more sun-bomt than usual, gave his countenance 
a still more energetic character. He appeared pensive, but 
his thoughts were no longer so uneasy as they had been ; on 
the eve, after so many dangers, of realizing his vast designs, 
Don Estevan had^ for the time at least, shaken off gloomy 
thoughts, and fixed his mind on the hope of a success which 
he beUeved infallible. 

He had raised the canvass, which sei'ved as a door, in order 
to glance upon the men who reposed around, and seemed to 
widi to compare his means of action with the aim he was 
pnrsuing. 

•* Nearly twenty years ago,** thought he, **I commanded a 
party of sailors, nearly equal in number, and as detennined 
as these. I was then only an obscure younger son, and they 
aided me to recover my inheritance — ^yes, it was mine. But 
I was then in the flower of my age, and had an aim in the 
iuture to pursue. I have attiuned this aim — ^I have even sur- 
passed it ; and now that I have nothing more to desire, I find 
myself, in my mature age, scouring the desert as 1 formerly 
icoured-the sea. Why ?*» 
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The conscience of Medians cried to him, that it was in 
order to forgc;t one day of his life, but at that moment he 
wished to remain deaf to its voice. The moon shone n}on 
the fireanns piled in the centre of the camp, and caat its 
light upon sixty men inured to peril and fatigue, and who 
laughed at heat and thirst. In the distance a luminoiu 
vapour rested upon the mountains beyond which lay the 
Golden Valley. 

" Why ?'.' repeated Don Estevan ; ** because there remaini 
to me still an inunense treasure and a vast kingdom to con- 
quer." 

The eyes of Mediana sparkled with pride; then thin 
expression passed away, and he fixed on the horizon a melan- 
choly look. 

** And yet," continued he, *' what of this treasure shall I 
keep for myself? Nothing. The crown wiD be placed on 
the head of another, and I shall not even have a son or any 
descendant bearing the name of Mediana, who one day might 
bow before my portrait and say, * This man could be tempted 
neither by gold nor by a throne,' But they will say it of me 
now, and is not that enough ?" 

At this moment Pedro Diaz raised the door of the tent, 
and said, " You sent for me, Senor Don Estevan ?" 

** I wish to speak to you of important things, which I could 
not do yesterday, and ought to do to-day; I have some ques- 
tions to ask ; and although this is the hour for repose, they 
must not be adjourned. If I do not deceive myself Dias, 
you are one of those men who repose only when they have 
nothing better to do. The ambitious are such," added T 
Estevan^with a smile. 

** I am not ambitious, Senor," replied the adventurer quiet 

" You are so, without knomng it, Diaz ; and I will pn 
It to you, presently. But first tell me what you think oft 
distant firing ?»» 
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•*Men meet on the sea whose surface is incomparahly more 
extensive than that of this desert ; it is not astonishing that 
they should meet here. Travellers and Indians have encoun< 
iered one another, and are fighting." 

'^That is what I think. One -more question and then we 
will return to the first subject which I have at heart. Has 
Cuchillo returned ?" 

^ No, Senor, and I much fear that we have lost the guide 
who has conducted us till now.** 

^ And to what do you attribute this strange absence ?" 
asked Don Estevan, with an anxious look. 

^Probably he has gone too far upon the track of the 
Apaches, and has been surprised by them. In that 
ease his absence may prove eternal, in spite of the firei^ 
which we have lighted for two days to show him oui 
encampment." 

"Is that really your idea ?". said the chief, looking fixedly 
at Diaz. 

"It is; although, to say the truth, Cuchillo is one of 
those people whom one is rarely wrong in accusing of per- 
fidy ; but I do not see what object he could have in betray- 
ing us." 

Don Estevan pointed to the fog which hid the tops of the 
mountains in the horizon. " The neighbourhood of those 
mountains," said he, " might explain the absence of Cuchillo.V 
Then, with a changed tone, " Are our men still of the same 
nuad.'* 

^ Yes, Sefior, and have more confidence than ever, in the 
diief who watches while they eleep, and fights like the hum« 
blest of them." 

"I have battled in many parts of the world," ftiid Don 
Estevan, sensible to praise, the sincenty of which he believed 
ia, " and I have rarely commanded men more deteimined 
tbau these. Would they were five hundred instead of sixty. 
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for tten on the letum of this expedition my projects woidd 
be easy of accomplishment." 

" I am ignorant wliat thesu projects are, of which you now 
speak to me for the first time," said Diaz in a reserved tone. 
^' But perhaps Don Estevan thinks me ambitious, only be- 
cause he does me the honour to judge me by himself" 

^^It is possible, friend Diaz," replied Don Estevan, smiling; 
^^ the first time that I saw you I thought that your mind was 
of the same stamp as my own. We are made to understand 
each other, I am sure." 

The Mexican had all the Tivacious intelligence of his 
country ; he had judged Don Estevan, but he waited for 
him to take the initiative. He therefore bowed and kept si- 
lence. 

The Spaniard pushed open the curtains of the tent| 
and, pointing once more to the horizon, "Another day's 
march," said he ; " and we shall encamp at the foot of those 
mountains." 

" Yes, we are scarcely six leagues distant." 

" And do you know what is below that mass of fog which 
crowns their top ?" 

" No," replied the Mexican. 

Don Estevan cast upon Diaz a look which seemed as if 
meant to penetrate his soul, at the moment of revealing t 
secret until then so carefully kept. The Spaniard wished to 
assure himself that the confidant he was about to choose was 
worthy of liis confidence. The honest look of Diaz — on 
whose countenance oonld be traced none of that cupidity 
which spurred on his companions — ^reassured him, and ho 
went on : 

" WeH, it is towards those mountains that we have h ri 
marching. I shall now tell you why I have directed the ;• 
pedition to this place, as the pilot conducts the ship to sc » 
point in the ocean known only to himself; this evening i 
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shall read my mind clearly. That mass of fog, which the sun 
itself ^dll not wholly disperse, serves as a veil to treasures 
which have been amas^ng perhaps from the beginning of the 
world. For centuries the rains have been washing them into 
the plains : the whites only snspected, and the Indians spared 
them ; to-morrow they shall be ours I This has been my aim. 
If ell, Diaz! do you not &11 on your knees to thank God for 
being one of those called to share in these treasures ?'' 

" No," replied Diaz, simply ; " cupidity would not have 
made me brave the dangers that a wish for revenge has done. 
I would have sought from the work of my arms what others 
seek by easier, if by lees sure, methods. But the Indians 
have ravaged my fields, pillaged my flocks, and murdere/* my 
&ther and brothers. Of my people I alone escaped. Since 
that time I have made fierce war upon the savages, have 
slain many, have sold their sons by dozens, and it is still the 
hope of vengeance which brings me here — neither ambition 
nor cupidity. But I love my country and all that I should 
care for riches would be to enable me to make a last effort 
against that distant congress which tyrannizes over but can- 
not protect us." 

** Good ! friend Diaz !" cried the Spaniard, holding out his 
hand to the adventurer, and then added with vehemence : 

** Strong by the aid of this gold, I will cohfide my plans 
to those sixty men now buried in sleep. On our return our 
numbers will sweU like the stream which widens as it 
flows^ and we shall shake off the yoke of a capital — 
which is capable only of constantly ch mging its men and its 
principles." 

Don Estevan had already noticed, in former conversiitiony 
with Diaz, his great hatred of the federal system, but wixh- 
ing to be sure whether or not it was founded on peraoual mo* 
Uvea, he continued — 

**Tho congress is far from you, and the government of 

12 
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Mexico has neither troops nor money to protect provinces ii 
distant as yonra. Is that the only reproach yor have to xnak« 
of it I" 

^'The only reproach I No. Independence h for us but an 
empty name, and we have to bear only the burden of a dis- 
tant government." 

Don Estevan now unveiled to Diaz the project which he 
had discussed with the Senator. Then passing from princi- 
ples to persons, he named the King, Don Carlos, as him whom 
they were to introduce. 

^ A king I King Charles! so be it," replied Diaz, '^bat we 
shall have many obstacles to overcome." 

** Less than you imagine, Diaz. Gold will level all obsta- 
cles, and to-morrow we shall gather it by handfuls. We will 
pave the way to the new kingdom with gold, and pay largely 
the founders and guardians of a throne which will want only- 
its king." 

Thus, as he had promised his master, the bold partisaD 
laid, even in the desert, the foundation of a future dynasty. 
What the influence of the Senator was to effect in the con* 
gross, that of a man renowned by his exploits was to obtain 
from his equals. ^ 

After this conversation Diaz retired to seek repose from his 
fiitigues, and Don Estevan accompanied him out of the tent. 
The latter threw around him a glance of tranquil pride ; all 
obstacles were surmounted, the incessant vigilance of tbe 
Indians had been eluded, thanks to Diaz, and an immense 
treasure, untouched since the commencement of the world, 
awaited only the hands which were about to be extended ^ 
seize it. 

" See !" said he, ^ fron^ those will rise the elemeuts ., » 
new kingdom, and our names will belong to hliitory. li f 
I have but one fear — ^that is, treachery on tlie part ' 
PuohillQ— aifd you ^ill sfiare this ^ear ^itb ipe whei ; 
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that it ift he who sold me the secret of this golden 
deposit." 

Diaz was looking earnestly at the plain, 

** There!" cried he, ^^ I see a man approaching at full 
gaUop : it is Gajferos or Caohillo I" 

^* Pray Qod it be the latter," said Don Estevan, ^ I prefer 
baring him Dear rather than far from my sight." 

** I think I reooznize his grey horse." 

Li a mmnte, indeed, they recognized Cuchillo himsel£ 

^To arms! to arms!" cried the guide, ''here are the 
Indians," and he rushed precipitately through the opening 
made for him by the sentinels. 

^ Cuchillo ! the Indians ! both names of bad augury," said 
Don Esteran, as he turned towards his companion. 




CHAPTER XXXVn. 

THE ATTACK. 

At the cry of Cuchillo, which resounded throughout tl i 
camp, the Spaniard and Diaz exchanged looks of intelli. 
gence. 

^ It is strange that the Indians should have found our trail 
again ?*' said Don Estevan, interrogatively. 

*' Very strange," replied Diaz, and without saying another 
word, both descended from the eminence, on which they 
stood. 

The camp was already in motion, and confusion reigned 
everywhere ; there was a general movement among these 
intrepid men, who were accustomed to such surprises, and 
who had abeadyi more than once, measured their strengtk 
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With tbeir implacable enemies. Each armed hazily, btit soos 
tbe tumult subsided, and all stationed themselves at the postt 
assigned to them in case of attack. The first who interro- 
gated Cuchillo were the shepherd and Baraja. 

"Unless you drew the Indians on to our track, how could 
they have discovered us?" said the former, with a suspicious 
look. 

^Certainly it was V replied CuchiUo^ impudently. "I 
should have liked to have seen you pursued by a hundred of 
these demons, and whether you would not, like me, have 
galloped to the camp to seek an asylum !" 

" In such a case,'* replied Benito, severely, " a man to save 
his companions, does not fly, but gives up his life sooner than 
betray them. I should have done so." 

"Every one in his own way," replied Cuchillo, "but I 
have an account to render only to the chief^ and not to his 
servants." 

" Yes," murmured the other, " a coward and a traitor can 
but commit baseness and perfidies." 

" Are the Indians numerpus ?" asked Baraja. 

^' I had not time to count them ; all that I know is that 
they must be near." 

And crossing the camp he proceeded to where Don Estevan 
— after having attending to the most important precautious 
^-stood at the door of his tent waiting for him. As Cucbillo 
went on without replying to any of the questions with which 
he was assailed, a man advanced witli'a lighted torch m his 
liand to set fire to the fagots piled in various places, but Do& 
Estevan cried — 

" Not yet ; it is, perhaps, a false alarm, and until we have 
the certainty of attack we must not light up the camp to 
betray ourselves." 

At the words "false alarm," a smile played over Cuchi!la'i 
features. 
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•* However,*' added Don Estevan, " let erery one saddle 
his borse and be prepared." Then he returned to his tent, 
making a sign to Diaz to accompany him. 

^That means, friend Baraja," said Benito, ^Hhat if the 
orders are given to light the fires, we are sore to be attacked 
•^at night too ; it is terrible,'* 

"Who knows that better than I?" said Baraja, "have yon 
ever been present at such a thing ?" 
" Never ; that is why I dread it so much.** 
'* Well, if you had, you would dread it more.** 
Cuchillo, as he drew -near the tent, arranged his counte- 
nance and threw back his long hsur— as though the wind had 
blown it about in his rapid fight— and then entered the tent 
like a man out of breath and pretending to wipe the perspira- 
tion from his forehead. Oroche had glided in with Diaz. 

Cnchillo's story was brief: in reconnoitering the places 
towards which the expedition should advance, he had gone 
further than was prudent. 
Diaz interrupted him. 

*^I had taken such precautions to deceive the Indians by 
fidse tracks, said he, ^^ I had so misled them, that you must 
have quitted the line of march and gone from right to left.'* 
"Yes,** replied the outlaw, "I lost my way, deceived by 
the monotony of these endless plains where each hiUock 
resembles the other.** 

"What !" cried Diaz,' ironically. ** Had a dweller in cities 
been so deceived it might he believed ; but you — fear must 
have thrown a mist before your eyes I'* 

"Fear 1** replied Cuchillo ; " I know it no more than you 
do.** 

" Then you must ,be growing shortsighted, Se5or Cu 
chillo.'* 

"However it happened, I lost myself; and, but for the 
9'>lumn of smoke, I should not have regained my way so 
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quickly. I was, however, forced to make a circuit on pei« 
ceiving a party of Indians, and only owe the start I have gol 
upon them to the speed of my good horse.'* 

As he spoke, Don Estevan frowned more than onca 
Oroche left the tent, but immediately reentering, said, — 

" The Indians are there I Look at those black shadows on 
the plain over which the moon throws a distant light; thoM 
are men sent to reconnoitre our encampment." 

Over the sand of the desert they could indeed see men (/a 
horseback advancing, and then disappearing in the shadows 
of the Band heaps. 

Pedro Diaz consulted an instant with Don Estevan, and 
then cried loudly, — 

" Light the fires everywhere ! we must count our ene- 
mies.'* 

A few minutes after, a red light, almost as bright as the 
sun, lit up the whole camp, and showed the adventurers at 
their post, rifles in hand ; while the horses stood saddled and 
bridled, only waiting for their riders in case of a sortie being 
necessary. At the same time Don Estevan's tent was struck? 
and a calm succeeded to the tumult. 

The desert was silent also ; the moon no longer shone on 
the Indians, who had all disappeared like a bad dream chased 
away by the return of morning. It was a dead silence— the 
precursor of the storm — and there seemed in this silence 
something fearfi^l. It did not announce one of those surprised 
in which an enemy inferior in number disguises his weaknetf 
under the impetuosity of his attack, and ready to run if be 
is resisted : it was the respite before the combat, granted by 
pitiless enemies, preparing for a deadly struggle. 

"Yes, trust to me," said old Benito to Baraja, "in a 
quarter of an hour you will hear the bowlings of these red 
devils, sound in your ears like the trumpets of the last judg 
mcnt !" 
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"Carramba! you are the most skilled man abont tigers 
aod Indians that I ever met with, but you might be more 
consoling. I wish to God I could doulit the truth of your 
-ft ords r' 

*' There are some things always easy to foresee," contin- 
Ted the old man. "One may predict to the traveller who 
goes to sleep in the bed of a torrent that he will be car- 
ried away by the waters; and that Indians who have dis- 
covered their enemies will draw off a little, and count their 
men before making an attack. One may also predict that 
Bevcral of them will utter their death-cry, as many among 
US will have to say their last prayer ; but who those will be 
no one can say. Do you know an^ prayers for the dying, 
Senor Baraja ?'* 

"No," replied the latter, dolefully, 

" I am sorry for that ; those are little services that friends 
may render each other, and if I had the grief, as is very pos- 
sible, of seeing you first scalped and then murdered — " 

Fuither conversation was interrupted by outcries which 
seemed drawing near to the camp. In spite of the terrifying 
words of the old shepherd, his sang froid in the greatest 
perils and his resolution full of a consoling fatalism, sustained 
the more wavering courage of Baraja, 

As he shuddered at the horrible sounds — which must be 
heard to be appreciated — he cast upon Benito a glance in 
order to catch from him a little of his philosophy. For the 
first time a cloud of sadness appeared on the ex-herdsman's 
brow, and his eyes looked as though tears stood in them, 
Baraja was struck by the change, and laid his head upon the 
old man^s arm. Benito raised his head. 

''I understand you,'' said he, "but man has his moments 
of weakness. I am like him who is called from his hearth by 
the sound of the trumpet at a time he least thought to quit 
it. Amidst those howls I hear from above the sound of the 
last trumpet calling me, and although I am old, it grieves 
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me to go. I leave neither wife nor children to re^et, nor 
those who would weep for me ; but there is an ohi companion 
of my solitary life from whom I cannot separate without 
grief. It is at least a consoluion for the Indian warrior !o 
know that liis wnr-horse will share his tomb, and to believe 
that ho shall find him again in the land of spirits. How man j 
times have we scoured the woods and the plains toguihurl 
I low often have wo borne together hfat, hungt-r, and thirst 1 
This old and faithfnl friend is my horse, as you may have 
guessed. I give him to you, friend Briraja. Treat him 
kindly — love him as I love him, and he will love you as he 
loves me. His companion was killed by a tiger, and he will 
now be loft alone." 

St) saying, the old man pointed to a noble courser, champ- 
ing his bit proudly, among the other horses. He then went 
towards him, cares.^cd him, and, this moment of weakness 
over, his countenance recovered its habitual serenity. As he 
recovered his calmness, he renewed his predictions, careless 
of the terror he excited in others. 

" Listen !" s:iid he to Baraja ; *' to recompenee yon for the 
care you will take of my old friend, I shall teaf'.h you, while 
there is still time, a verse of the psalm for the dying, that 
may serve you as " 

" Well !" said Baraja, as he did not go on, " what more 
terrifying things have you to say ?*' 

Benito did not reply, but his companion felt h\m press his 
arm convulsively, and then the sight which struck Baraja 
waa more terrible than any answer. The old mna*s eyes 
were rolling wildly, and he was vainly trying to stivich the 
blood which flowed from a wound made by an arrow that 
had just pierced his throat. 

He fell, crying : " What is ordained mnut happen. N ' 
added he, repulsing the assistance that Baraja wa^ 
deavoring to render him, '*my hour is cx>m^ — reraembc 
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my old friend—^' and the flowing blood out short hui 
Bp«ech. 

At that moment the best mounted among the Indiana 
pJiowed themselves in tiie moonlight. Travellers who have 
met only with civilized Indians can with difficulty foim any 
idea of the savage tribes. Nothing less resembled those 
degenerate Indians than these unconquered sons of the 
desert ; who — like the birds of prey, wheeling in the air 
heff>re poancing on their victims — rode howling around the 
camp. Their figures, hideously marked with paint, were 
visible from time to time ; their long hair streaming in the 
wind, their cloaks of skins floating in their rapid course, and 
their piercing cries of defiance and bravado, giving then: 
the appearance of demons, to whom they have justly been 
compared. 

There were few among the Mexicans who had not some 
revenge to take on these indefatigable spoilers, but none of 
them were animated by such deadly hatred as Pedro Diaz. 
Tlie sight of his enemies produced on him the effect that 
scarlet does on a bull, and he could scarcely refrain from 
indolging in one of those exploits which had rendered his 
name formidable to their tribes. But it was necessary to set 
an example of discipline, and he curbed his impatience. 
Besides, the moment of attack could not be far of£, and the 
superior position of the gold-seekers compensated for the 
inequality of their numbers. 

After having assigned to each his post behhid the intrench- 
ments, Don Estevan placed on the rising ground, where his 
tent had stood, those of his men whose rifles carried farthest, 
or whose sight was the best, and the fires gave light enough 
for their aim. As for himself, his post was everywhere. 

The piercing eyes of the Indians, and the reports of those 
who l;ad preceded them had doubtless instructed them as W 
the position of the whites. For a moment an indecision 

12* 
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secme 1 to reign among them, but the truce did not last long 
After a short interval of silence, a hundred voices at onc6 
shrieked out the war-cry; the earth trembled under an 
avalanche of galloping horses ; and amidst a shower of balls, 
stones, and arrows, the camp was surrounded on three sides 
by a disorderly multitude. But a well-sustained fire pro- 
ceeded from the top of the hill. 

Under this murderous discharge riderless horses were seen 
galloping over the plain, and riders disengaging themselves 
from their wounded steads. Before long, however, the com- 
bat became one of hand to hand ; the Mexicans behind their 
carts, the Indians trying to scale them. . 

Oroche, Baraja, and Pedro Diaz pressed one against the 
other, sometimes retiring to avoid the long lances of theu* 
enemies — sometimes advancing and striking in their turn — 
encouraging each other, and never pausing but to glance at 
their chief. As already stated, the report had vaguely spread 
that he knew the secret of immense riches, and cupidity sup- 
plied to Oroche and Baraja the place of enthusiasm. 

^^ Carramba I'' cried Baraja, ^^a man possessing such a 
secret should be invulnerable,** 

** Immortal I" said Oroche, " or only die after ^* 

A blow from a hatchet on his head cut short his words. 
He fell to the ground, and but for the solidity of his^hat, and 
the thickness of his hair, all had been over with him. Hla 
adversary, carried away by the violence of his own blow, 
placed his hand for support on the shafts of the cart which 
separated them. Diaz immediately seized the Indian's arm, 
and leaning on the nave of the wheel, dragged him towar^* 
bim with such force that he fell off his horse into the cam 
ind, almost before he touched the gi'ound, the Mexican 
sword severed his head from his body. 

Useless now on their elevated position — for the mUte . 
flo«thick that their shots might have been as fittal to frie* 
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If foe9— tbe sharpshooters had come down and mingled with 
the other combatants. 

In the corner of the intrenchments where they stood, Don 
Estevan and Cuchillo had to sustain an attack not less furious. 
The first, while he defended himself^ yet cast an eye over the 
whole of the intrenchments ; but it was with the greatest 
difficulty that amidst the tumult he could make heard his 
orders and advice. More than once his double-barrelled rifle 
of English make — and which he loaded and discharged with 
wonderful rapidity — stayed the knife or axe which was 
menadng one of his men — ^a feat which was greeted each 
time with loud hurrahs. He was, in a word, what the 
adventurers had seen him from the beginning of this danger* 
ons campaign, the chief who thought of all, and the chief 
who feared nothing. 

Accompanied by his horse, which followed his movements 
with the intelligence of a spaniel, Cuchillo stood behind the 
chief— as much out of the way as possible — with more pru- 
dence 'than bravery. He seemed to be following with an 
anxious eye the chances of attack and defence : when all at 
once he tottered as though struck by a mortal wound, and 
fell heavily behind the carts. This incident passed almost 
unperceived amidst the confiision — every one being in so 
much danger as to be able to think 6nly of himself. 

** There is a coward the less,'' said Don Estevan, coldly, 
while Cuchillo's horse drew near him with a terrified air. 

For some minutes Cuchillo remained tiiotionless; then, 
little by little, he raised his head and cast around him a 
glance which seemed undimmed by the approach of death 
A few minntes after, he rose on his feet, like a man to whom 
death lends some strength at the last, and apparently mor« 
tally hurt, his hand on his breast, as though endeavouring to 
retun the spark of life ready to escape, tottered backwards, 
and then fell again some way ofiT, His horse followed bin 
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once more ; and then, if every one had not been too muck 
occupied, thej might have seen the outlaw rolling over and 
over towards an open place in the intrencliments. He then 
stopped again ; and finaUy glided imdcr the cart wheds out 
of the camp. 

There he rose upon his legs as firm as ever, while a smile 
of joy played over his lips. The darkness and the tumult 
favoured his manoeuvre. He silently unfiistened the iron 
chains of two carts, and opened a passage. He whistled and 
his horse glided after him ; in a second he was in the saddle, 
almost T(dthout touching the stirrup ; when after a moment's 
thought, he spurred on the animal, who set off like the wind, 
and horse and rider soon disappeared in the darkness! 

On both sides of the intrenchment coi-pses covered the 
ground ; half burnt-out piles of wood cast their red light 
upon the bloody scenes of this struggle ; the shouts of ene- 
mies, the repeated discharge of firearms, and the whistling 
of bullets followed each other uninterruptedly. The hideous 
figures of the Indians looked more hideouB still in the strange 
light. 

One point in the intrenchment had given way before tho 
incessant attacks ; and here, dead or wounded, its defenders 
had yielded to enemies who seemed to swarm from the ground. 
At this point there was an instant of horrible confusion. A 
f&e^mUe of bodies interlaced, over which appeared the 
plumes of the Indian wanioi-s. Soon, however, the line of 
the adventurers, broken for an instant, reformed before a 
group of Indians who were rushing like wild beasts into the 
middle of the camp, 

Oroche and Baraja left the point which they were f t 
defending, and found themselves face to face with their i >• 
mies, this time with nothing to separate them. . Amidst i 
group of Indians, whoso lances and hatchets fell indiscri 
»^elv upon horses, mules and men, the chief was recog 
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Hie by hia vast height, the painting of his fiice and hia great 
strength. 

It was the second time that he had faced the whites since 
tho commencement of the campaign, and his name was 
known to them. 

** Here, Diaz," cried Baraja, " here is the Spotted Cat /" 

At the name of Diaz, which had already reached him, tho 
Indian cBief looked round for him who bore it, with eyes 
which seemed to dart flames, and raised his lance to strike 
Diaz, when % blow from Oroche's knife wounded his horse. 
The Indian thrown to the ground, let fall his lance. Diaz 
seized it, and while the chief raised himself on one knee and 
endeavoured to draw his sword, the lance which he had 
dropped, pierced his naked breast, and came out between his 
shoulders. Although mortally wounded, the Indian uttered 
no cry, his eyes never lost their haughty menace, and his 
fece expressed only rage. 

** The Spotted Cat dies not so easily," said he, and with a 
vigorous hand he seized the wood of the lance still held by 
Diaz. A fierce struggle ensued, but at every effort of the 
Indian to draw Diaz towards him, and envelope him in a last 
deadly clasp, the murdering lance pierced farther and 
farther. Soon his strength failed, and violently torn from 
his body the bloody weapon remained in the hands of Diaz. 
The Indian fell back, gave one glance of defiance, and then 
lay motionless upon the earth. 

Their chief fallen, the others soon shared the same fiite, 
while their companions vainly tried to force the line a second 
time. Yictims of their temerity, the Indians, without ask- 
ing for a mercy which they never showed, fell like their 
chief facing the enemy, and surrounded by the corpses of 
those who had preceded them in their journey to the land 
of spirits. 

Of all the savages in the camp but one remained. He 
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looked round him for a minute with eyes fierce as those of 
ihe hunted tiger; then, instead of seeking to hide bis pre» 
cnce, he uttered anew his war cry, but it was confounded 
with those from withont — and profiting by a moment of 
confusion, during which the adventurers, attacked from 
without, l.efi the breach almost clear — ^be caused his horse 
to leap over, and found himself once more among his 
own people. • 

Pedro Diaz alone saw him, and regretted his prey, but the 
implacable enemy of the Indians never indulged in sterile 
regrets. He was mounted on the war horse presented to 
him by Don Angustin Pena. From bis left hand hung by 
the sword knot a long Toledo rapier, with the Spanish 
device : 

Bo not draw me without cause, 
Or sheathe me without honour. 

The blade was red with blood. Diaz shaded his eyes with 
his right hand, and tried to pierce the distant obscurity. 
All at once he perceived at the end of th^ laminous zone 
projected by the fires, the man he was seeking. He was 
making furious evolutions on his horse, and uttering shouts 
of defiance. Diaz remembered the speech of the haciendado 
about the horse he had given him — '* The Indian whom yon 
pursue must be mounted on the wings of the wind if yon do 
not catch him," and he resolved to make the attempt. The 
noble animal, excited by the spur, leaped over the entrench- 
ments overthrown by the Indians, and the two were soon 
side by side. The Indian brandished his hatchet, Diac his 
sword, and for some seconds there was a trial of agility, ooar 
age, and address. Each sustained his country's reputation, 
but the Indian's hatchet broke to pieces the sword of the 
Mexican. The two combatants then seized one anothei 
round the body and tried to drag each other from the 
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, but like ceDtanrSi each seemed to firm a part of ibe 
aminal he bestrode. 

At last Diaz discng^ed himself from his adversary's clasp^ 
and backed his horse, stiil facing the Indian. Then, when he 
was a little way off, he caused his horse to rear so furiously 
that the animal seemed for a moment to be raised over the 
Indian* At the same moment Diaz lifted his right leg, and 
with a blow from the large heavy iron-bound stirrup, broke 
his adversary's skull, whom his horse carried away dead 
fnmi the spot. 

This last magnificent exploit seemed to end the battle; 
Bome arrows flew harmlessly around Diaz, who was wel« 
comed back with shouts of triumph by his companions. 

"Poor Benito !'» cried Baraja; "may God rest his soul, 
I regret even his terrific histories." 

" What is still more to be regretted," interrupted Oroche, 
** is the death of the illustrions Cnchillo, the guide of the 
expedition." 

" Tonr ideas are still confused fi-om the blow you received 
on your head," said Diaz, as he tried the flexibility of a new 
sword. " Bot for the illustrious Cuchillo, as you call him, 
we should not have lost to-night at least twenty brave com- 
rades. Cnchillo nnlnckily died a day too late, and I cannot 
■ay ' Ood rest his soul.' " 

Meanwhile the Indians were deliberating. The last exploit 
of Diaz, the death that so many of their party had met with 
in the camp, and those killed by the firing, had thinned their 
ranks. 

The Indian never persists in a hopeless struggle :. a singu- 
lar mixture of prudence and C/Ontempt of life characterizes 
this singular race, and prudence counselled them to retreat; 
they did so precipitately as they had attacked 

But the tactics of the white men were different ; they were 
anxious to profit by a victory the fiime of which would pene 
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trate to tlie farthest end of the desert, and render iheil 
futnre more secure. Therefore an order to parsae the fugi- 
tives given by Don Estevan was received with aciclamations. 
Twenty cavaliers instantly rushed fonvard, Pedro Dias 
among the foremost. Sword in one hand, nnd lasso and bridle 
in the other, he was soon out of sight. 

Those who remained behind, though nearly all more or . 
less wounded, occupied themselves firat with reconstructing 
the entrenchment in case of any new attack ; then, over- 
whelmed with fatigue, hunger, and thirst, after clearing the 
camp of the dead bodies which encumbered it, they lay down 
on the earth, still wet with blood, to s^ek for repose. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

AFTER THB FIGHT. 

Ih the calm which succeeded to the noise of the combat, a 
ringle man rose slowly up, and by the Jight of a torch which 
he held, examined all the corpses lying at his feet, as if seek* 
ing to identify the livid or bloody faces of the dead. Some- 
times the light fell on the strange paint of an Indian £ice, 
and the pale one of a white man, lying side by side in an 
eternal sleep; occasionally a deep groan proceeded from 
some one who was wounded, but the seeker did not appear 
to find what he sought. 

All at once, amidst the silence, a weak voice attracted h 
attention, and he tried in the half light to discover whenc 
the sound proceeded. The feeble movement of a han 
guided him, and he approached the dying man — ^in whom 1 
immediately recognised Benito. 
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'* Ah ! it is you, my poor Benito ?" said he, with a look ol 
profound pity. 

** Ye!«," replied the old sliepherd, " it is old Bnnito, dying 
in the desert where he h.is nearly always lived. As for nie — 
I know not who you are ; ray eyes are dim. Is Baraja liv- 
iiig ?" 

" I trn«^t so ; he is now pursuing the Indians, and will 
return in time, I hope, to bid you a last adieu." 

'*I doubt it," rej)ried Benito; "I wished to teach him a 
rerse of the hymn for the dying. I can no longer remember 
it now. Do you not know something?" 

" Not a word." 

*'Ah! I must do without it," said Benito, whoso accus- 
tomed stoicism did not forsake him even at that moment. 
Then, In a still more feeble voice, he added, "I have be- 
queathed to Baraja an old companion — an old friend ; who 
ever you may be, recommend him to observe my last request, 
to love him as I did.^' 

** A brother doubtless." 

** Better than that ; my horse." 

•' I shall remind him — do not fear." 

** Thank you," said the old man. "As for myself, I have 
finished my travels. The Indians did not kill me when they 
took me prisoner in my youth — now they have killed me in 
my old age without taking me prisoner. That — " he stopped, 
and then added some words in so low a tone that they did 
not reach the ear of the listener. He spoke no more ; thoso 
were his last words, for death had abruptly ended his 
speech. 

"He was a brave man — peace be with him!" said the 
speaker, who then continued his search, until at last, fatigue! 
by its uselessness, he returned with an anxious look to his 
place, and after he had gone the silence of death seemed to 
pervade the camp. 
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Befi»re long, however, a confused noise of toiobb 8d8 
horses' feet indicated the return of the adventurers who had 
started in pursuit of the Indians, and by the doubtful light of 
the half extinct fires, they entered the camp. 

The same man who had been recently inspecting the dead, 
went out to meet them. While some of them were dismonnt- 
inc; to open a passajre tlirough the barricades, Pedro Dia? 
aUnnced towanls him, a stream of blood flowing from a 
y\ liind in his forehead. 

" Senor Don Estevan," said he, " we have not been lucky 
in our pursuit. We have but wounded one or two of the 
Indians, and have lost one of our own men. However I bring 
you a prisoner ; do you wish to interrogate him ?*' 

So saying, Diax detached his lasso from the saddle-bow, and 
pointed to a mass held in its noose. It was an Indian, who, 
pitilessly dragged along over the sand and stones, luid left 
behind at every step pieces of flesh, and now scarcely retained 
any vestige of humanity. 

"He was alive wiien I took him, however," cried DLiz; 
" but it is just like these dogs of Indians, he must have died 
in order not to tell anything." 

Witliout replying to this ferocious jest, Don Estev.an signed 
to Diaz to accompany him to a place where they might 
converse without being overheard. When the new comers 
had lain down and silence reigned anew, Don Estevan 
began : 

'* Diaz," said he, " we are close on the end of our expedi- 
tion: to-morrow, as I told you, we shall encamp at the foot 
of those mountains ; but in order that success may crown oar 
efforts, treason must not throw obstacles in our way. It is 
on this subject that I wish to consult you to-night. You hi 
known Ouchillo long, but not so long as I have; and c 
(alnly, not as thoroughly. From his earliest youth he I 
klwoys betrayed those to whom he appeared most devot< 



I know not which of all the vices with which he is endowed 
baa the ascendant ; bat in a word, the sinister look of his 
£iee is bat a feeble reflection of the blackness of his soul. It 
was he who sold to me the secret of the rich and mysterioui 
placer to which I am leading yoa — and of this secret be had 
made himself the sole master by mardering the friend who 
had freely confided it to him, and who thought to find him a 
faithful companion in his dangers. 

"I have ever, therefore, kept a watchful eye over him. 
His disappearance for the last two days alarmed me, but it 
might have been the result of an accident common in these 
deserts. The attack, however, from which we have so nar- 
nowly escaped has confirmed my suspicions. He has 
advanced under our protection, until we have reached the 
place where he would be able to seize a pait of these 
immense treasures. He had need of auxiliaries in order to 
murder our sixty men, and the Indians who have attacked ua 
were bat his instruments." 

"Indeed," replied Diaz, " his riBport seemed to me suspi- 
oious. But the simpfest method will be to hold a cOart-mar« 
flhal, interrogate him, and if he be convicted of treason, let 
us shoot him at once." 

" At the commencement of the attack, T assigned him a 
post near me, in order to watch him more ea.sily. I saw him 
totter and then fall apparently mortally wounded, and I was 
ghA to be rid of a traitor and a coward. But I have just 
turned over and examined all the dead, and Cuchillo b not 
amongst them. It is therefore urgent that without loss of 
time we should follow him; he cannot be far off. You are 
accostomed to this sort of expedition ; we must, without 
delay, set off in pursuit of him, and execute prompt juitice 
on a villain whose life must pay for his treachery." 
. Diaz appeared to reflect for a moment, and then said, ^' To 
trace him can neither be tedious nor difficult. Cuchillo must 
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have gone towards the Golden Valley — ^therefore in that 
direction we must seek hini/* 

*' Go rest for an hour, for you must he worn out,'* said the 
chief. " Ah I Diaz, if all these men were like you, how ea«y 
our path would be — gold in one hand, and the sword in the 
other." 

" I have only done my duty," said Diaz, simply. 

" Say to our men that it is necessary for us to reconnoitre 
. the environs of the camp, and tell the sentinels to keep stiict 
watch until our return, and then we shall proceed towai'ds 
the valley." 

" Cuchillo must certainly be there, and we shall catch him 
either going or returning.'* 

" We shall find him in the valley," said Don Est^van. 
" When you have seen it, you will find it a place that a man 
like Cuchillo could not make up his mind to leave," 

Diaz departed to exec He his orders, and Don Esteran 
caused his tent to be pitched again, that even in his absenoe 
his starry banner might float over the camp as a sign of his 
protective authority. This done, he threw himself on his 
couch, and slept the sleep t>f af soldier after a day of fighting 
and fatigue. 

Little more than an ';oiu after, Diaz stood before hinu 
**Senor Don Estevan," said he, "all is prepared for start- 
ing." 

. The chief rose and ijonS ) '"^ h jrse awaitmg him, ready 
saddled. 

"Diaz," said he, "ask tl' sontinels if Gayferos has 
returned." 

Diaz questioned one of the men, who replied, " The po 
fellow will probably never return. The Indians must ha 
surprised and killed him before attacking us, and that p 
bably was the cause of the filing that we heard in the af) 

ttCOIl* 
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^I fesr it is bat too certain tliat he has been mnrdeied,^ 
replied Diaz ; " but as ifor the firing that we heard, I believe 
that had a different origin." 

Don Estevan now mounted his horse, and the two set od 
in the direction of the mountains. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THS ISLBT. 

^ Whh^ the Indians, united in council, were deliberating on 
the means of attacking the camp of the gold-seekers, let us 
see how the three men on the island were occupied. 

It was about four o'clock, and the fog was beginning to 
rise slowly from the water. Willows and aspens grew on 
the ^ores of the river Oila, within rifle-range of the little 
island, and so near the water that their roots were in the 
river. The spaces between the trees were filled up by vigo- 
rous osier and other shoots ; but just in front of the island 
was a large open space. This had been made by the troops 
of wild horses and buffaloes, that came down to drink at the 
river ; and throngh this opening any one on the Island could 
see clearly over the plain. 

The little island had been formed originally by trees that 
had taken root m the bed of the river; other trees?, some 
green and others without branches oi foliage, had rested 
against these, and their roots had become interlaced. Sincj 
then, many summers and winters roust have ptissed ; and 
grapscs and sedges, detached from the banks by the water, 
had filled up the interstices. Then the dust, brought there 
by the wind* had covered these with a crust of earth, and 
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formed a kind of solid ground for the floating island. Plaitf 
had grown along the banks; the trunks of the willows had 
sent forth vigorous shoots, and, with the reeds, had sur- 
rounded the island with a fringe of verdure. The islaud 
was only a few feet in diameter ; but a man lying, or even 
kneeling upon it, was completely hidden by the willow- 
slioots. 

The sun was going down, and a little shade was thrown by 
the leaves and trees ; in this shade was stretched the form 
of Fabian asleep. Bois-Rose seemed to be watching over 
his sleep, hastily taken afber the fatigues of a long march, 
while Pop6 refreshed himself by plunging in the water. 
While Fabian slumbers, we shall raise the veil by which the 
young Count hid from the eyes of his two ii-iends his most 
secret and dearest thoughts. 

After his &11 into the torrent, Pepe had forgotten that 
the enemy on whom he had swoi*n vengeance was escaping, 
and both he and Bois-Rose had thought only of rendering 
prompt assistance to Fabian. On retui-ning to c<^.<«ciousnes8, 
Fabian's first thought was to resume his interrupted pursuit. 
The acquisition of the Golden Valley, and even the remem^ 
bi*ance of Dona Rosarita, were forgotten by the ardent wiali 
of revenging his mother. 

Pi3p6, on his side, was not the man to draw back from Im 
vow ; and as for Bois-Rose, his whole affections were cen- 
tred in his two companions, and he would have followed 
them to the end of the world. Their first failure, far from 
discouraging them, did but excite their ardour ; in hatred 
as in love, obstacles are always a powerful stimulant to vig • 
ous minds. The pursuit had gradually presented a doo ) 
object to Fabian ; it brought him near to the Golden Va' ^ 
in the desert ; and he nourished a v-aguu hope that the p] I 
pointed out to him was not the same as that which the ei 
dition led by Antonio de Mediana proposed to conquer. 
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Pabian ssud to himself tbat the daughter of Don Augiistia 
doubtless only yielded obeideiice to the ambitious views of 
ber father, and that it might yet be easy for him, noble and 
rich, to win the day against such a rival as Tragaduros. 

. Still, discouragement often seized upon ^Fabian ; he loved 
the daughter of the haciendado with his whole soul; and the 
thought of owing her love only to the treasures that he 
might possess, distressed him. Moreover, he felt that the 
ardent and jealous affection of the Canadian, had founded on 
hini the sole aim of his life, and that, like the eagle who car- 
ries away his young one and places it in an eyrie, inaccessible 
to the hand of man, Bois-Rose, who had forever quitted civil- 
ized life, wished to make of him his inseparable eompainon 
in the desert ; and that, to disappoint the old man would be 
to throw a shadow over his whole future life. As yel, no 
confidence as to their future had been exchanged between 
them ; but in fiice of a love that he believed hopeless, aud 
of the ardent, though secret wishes of the man who now 
acted as a fiither to him, and who would half break his heart 
at a separation, Fabian had generously and silently sacrificed 
hia tastes and hopes that would not die. He who had but lo 
bold out his hand to seise the things that the whole world 
desires — riches, titles, and honours — was like one whose life 
tortured by an unhappy love, disclaiming the future, seeks 
within the cloister forgetfulness of the past. For Fabian do 
Mediana, the desert was the cloister ; and his mother once 
revenged, it only remained to him to bury himself in it for 
ever. Sad and inefficacious, as a remedy, would be solitude, 
with its mysterious voice, and the ardent contemplations 
tbat it awakens, for a passion so profoundly awakened in tho 
young heart of Fabian. 

One single hope remained to him — that aiuidst the ever- 
renewed dangers of an adventurous life, the day was not faf 
JbfUot when bis life would be cut short in some contest with 
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the Indians, or in one of those desperate attempts that he 
meditated against the murderer of his mother. He had care- 
fully hidden from the Canadian the love that he buried in the 
depths of his heart ; and it was in the silence of the nigLi 
that he dared to look into his own bosom. Then, like the light 
which slimes in the horizon above great cities, and which the 
traveller contemplates with joy, a radiant and cherished 
image rose belbre his eyes in the desert, standing on that 
breach in the wall of the hacienda, where his last soavenirs 
carried him. But duiing the day, the heroic yoang mac 
tried to hide under an apparent calm, the melancholy that 
devoured him. He snuled, with sad resignation, at those 
plans for the future which the Canadian sometimes enlarged 
on before him — ^he so happy m having found him, and who 
trembled to lose again hLs beloved Fabian, whose hand he 
hoped woul4 one day close his eyes. The blind tendenieflB 
of Bois-Rose did not divine the abyss under the calm surface 
of the lake, but Pep6 was rather more clear-lighted. , 

" Well,'* said Pep6, after a long silence, " the inhabitants 
of Madrid would pay dearly for such a stream of water in 
the Manzanares ; but we have not the less lost a day whicn 
might have brought us nearer to the Golden Valley, and fi-om 
which we cannot now be far distant.*' 

" I allow that," replied Bois-Rose, " but the child," for so 
he called thcvvigorous young man before them, **]& not so 
accustomed as we are to long marches, and though sixty 
leagues in twelve days is not very much for us, it begins to 
tell on him. But before he has been a year with us, he v^iil 
be able to walk as far as ourselves." 

Pep6 could not help smiling at this answer, but the Ca? 
irsn did not perceive it. 

" See," said the Spaniard, pointing to Fabian, " how , 
poor lad has changed in a few days. For my pait, at 1 
age, I should have preferred the glance of a damsel and 1 
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Piierta del Sol at Madrid to all the magnificence of the desert. 
Fatigue alone has not prodaccd this change in him. There 
is some secret which he does not tell us, but I will penetrate 
it one of these days,'' added Pep^ mentally. 

At these words the Canadian turned his head quickly 
towards his beloved child, but a smile of joy from Fabinn 
dAsed away the sudden dond from the brow of his adoptive 
bther. Fabian indeed smiled ; he was dreaming that he was 
on his Icnees before Rosarita, listening to the sweet voice ol 
the young girl, who was recounting her anguish during his 
long absence, and that Roi»-Rose stood behind them lean« 
ing on bis rifle and blessing them both. Ah ! it was only a 
dream. 

The two hunters looked for a moment silently at the 
deeper. 

^* There lies the last descendant of the Medianas," said Pep6, 
with a fflgh. 

^^ What care I for the Medianas and their powerful race ?" 
replied the Canadian. ^^ I know but Fabian. When I saved 
him, and attached myself to him as though he had been my 
own, did I ask about his ancestors ?" 

"You will wake him if you talk so loud," said Pepe; 
"your voice roars like a cataract." 

"Why are you always recalling to me things that I do not 
wish to know, or rather wish to forget. I know that soiv.c 
years in the desert will accustom him ^" 

" You deceive yourself strangely, Bois-Rose, if you ima- 
gine that with the prospects that await him in Spain, and tlio 
rights that he can claim, this young man will consent to pass 
his whole life in the desert. It is good for us, but not for 
him." 

**What! is not the desert preferable to cities?" cried 
the old sailor, who vainly tried to conceal from himself that 
Pepi was right. " I undertake to make him prefer a wander- 

18 
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ing life to a frcttled one. Is it not for movement, for fighting, 
and for tbe powei'fiil emotions of the desert that man is born ?• 

"Certainly,'* said Pep^, gravely, "and that is just whytlw 
to\ms are deseited and the deserts peopled !'* 

"Do not jest, Pep6; I am speaking of serions thmg& 
While I leave Fabian free to follow his own inclinations, I 
«hali make him love this captivating life. Is not this short 
deep, snatched hastily between two dangers, preferable to 
what one tastes after a day of idle secnrity in the towns. 
Tou yourself, PepA— would you wish to return to your oirn 
country, sinoe you have known the charms of a wandering 
life?« 

"There is between the heir of the Medianas," replied 
Pepfi, " and the old coastguard man a great difference. To 
him will come a fine property, a great name, and a beautiful 
Gothic castle with towers like the cathedral at Burgos; 
while I should be sent to fish for mackerel at Ceuta— 
which is the roost execrable life I know of and wliich I should 
have but on^ ^chance of escaping from — ^that of waking 
some fine morning, at Tunis or Tetuan, as a slave to our 
neighbours the Moora. I have here, it is true, the dsily 
chance of being scalped or burnt alive by the Indiiins. Still 
the town is worse for me — ^but for Don Fabian ^ 

** Fabian has always lived in solitude, and will, I trust, pre- 
fer the calm of the desert to the tumult of cities. How 
solemn and silent is all around us I See here!" and he pointed 
to Fabian, " how the child sleeps, softly lulled by the munnor 
of the waters, and by the breeze in the willows. Look 
there, in the horizon at those fogs just coloured by the n, 
and that boundless space where man wanders in his prir ire 
liberty, like the birds in the air !»* 

The Spaniard shook his head doubtftdly, although 1 e a 
took the ideas, of the Canadian, and like him felt the d ifi 
of this Tf andering life, 
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••Look," amtinaed the old hunter, * at that troop of wild 
bones coming down to diink before /,'oing for the night to 
their distant pasturage. See how they approach in all thi?> 
proud beauty that God gives to free animals — ardent eyes, 
open nostrils, and floating manes ! Ah I I should almost 
like to awake Fabian in order that he might see and admirf* 
them." 

^ Let him sleep, Bois-Roee ; perhaps his dreams show him 
more gracefiil forms than those horses of the desert — forms 
sudi as abound in our Spanish towns, in balconies or behind 
barred windows." 

Bois-Rose sighed, as he added — 

^ Yet this is fine sight — how these noble beasts bound Avith 
joy at their liberty!" 

^ Tes, until they are chased by the Indians, and tlien they 
bound with terror !'* 

** There 1 now they are gone like the cloud di-ivcn by the 
wind !" continued the Canadian. *^ Now the scene changes. 
.Look at that stag, who shows from time to time his shin- 
ing eyes and black nose through the trees; he snufl'g 
the wind, he listens. Ah I now he also approaches to drink« 
He has heard a noise, he raises his head ; do not the drops 
that &11 from his month look like liquid gold ? I will wake 
the lad I" 

^ Let him deep, I tell you ; perhaps his dream now sho^vs 
him black eyes and rosy lips, or some nymph sleeping on the 
banks of a clear stream." 

The old Canadian sighed again. 

•* Is not the stag the emblem of independence ?" said he. 

•• Yea, until the time when the wolves assemble to pursue 
vid tear him to pieces. Perhaps he would have more chance 
of life in our royal porks. Everything to its time, Bois-Rose ; 
dd age loves silence, youth noise." 

Bois-Bose still fought against the tinith. It was the drof 
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of gall tkat is foand at the bottom of every cap of hippl 
ncss; it is not permitted that there should be jierfecA 
felicity, for it would then be too painful to die; neither it 
unmixed misery allowed to mortals, or it would be painful to 
live. The Canadian hung his head*^ and looked sad as he 
glanced at the sleeping youth, while Pep6 put on his bnflfiUo- 
skin buskins. 

'* Well 1 what did I tell you ?♦* said he, presently ; ** do you 
not hear from afiir those bowlings — ^I mean those barkings, 
for the wolves have voices like dogs when they hunt ths 
stags. Poor stag 1 he is, as you said, the emblem of life in 
the desert." 

" Shall I wake Fabian now?" said Bois-Rose. 

^* Yes, certainly ; for after a love dream a stag hunt is the 
thing most worthy of a nobleman like him, and he will rarely 
see such a one as this." 

^ He will see nothing like it in the towns,** cried the Cana- 
dian, enchanted; ^^such scenes must make him love the 
desert." 

And he shook the young man gentiy. 

With head thrown back, to inhale more freely the air 
necessary to his lungs, the stag flow like an arrow along the 
plain. Behind him a hungry pack of wolves, a few white, 
but the greater number black, pursued him at full speed. 
The stag had an immense start, but on the sand heaps, almost 
lost in the horizon, the piercing eye of the hunter might dis> 
tinguish other wolves watching. The noble animal either did 
not see, or else disdsdned them, for he flew straight towards 
them. As he neared them he halted a moment. Indeed 
found himself shut in by a circle of enemies, who constai. 
advanced upon him as he stopped to take breath. All 
once ho turned round, fiiced the other wolves, and tried < 
last effort to escape. But he could not now clear the so 
masses that had' foimed around him, and he fell in the mi< 
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^tbem. Some rolled under his feet, and two or three were 
tossed in the air. Then, with a wolf hanging to his flank^ 
bleeding and with tongue protruding, the poor animal 
advanced to the edge of the water, in front of the three spe> 
tatora of the strange chase. 

** It is magnificent I'^ cried Fabian, clapping his hands, and 
carried away by the hunter's enthusiasm, which for the time 
Bilencefl hmnanity in the hearts of men. 

** Is it not fine ?*• cried Bois-Rose, doubly pleased, happy 
at Fabian's pleasure, and at his own. ^^ And we shall witness 
many such fine sights, my FabLin I here you see only the 
worst side of these American solitudes, but when you go with 
Pepo and me to the great rivers, and the great lakes of 
the north— »» 

"The animal has got rid of his enemy," interrupted 
Fabian, ** he is about to spring into the river !'» 

The water bubbled after the leap of the stag, then a dozen 
times more as the wolves followed ; then amidst the foam 
were vinble the head of the stag, and those of the wolves 
who were pni^puing him, howling with hunger, while the more 
timid ones ran along the banks uttering their lamentable 
howls. The stag had neared the island, when the wolves on 
the bank suddenly ceased their cries and fled precipitately 
away, 

** What is that ?*» cried Pep6 ; " what causes this sudden 
panic ?^ but no sooner had he spoken than he cried again, 
^ nide yourselves, in God's name ! the Indians are in chase 
also." 

Other and more formidable hunters now appeared in their 
turn upon the arena. A dozen of the wild horses, which 
they had seen before, were now seen galloping wildly over 
the plain, while some Indians, mounted barebacked on their 
horses (having taken their saddles off for greater speed), 
with their knees ahnost up to their chins, were pursuing th« 
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terrified animals. At first there were but three InfiaM 
visible ; but one by one about twenty appeared, some armed 
with lances, and others brandishing their lassoes of plaited 
leatlier — all uttering those cries by which they express their 
joy or anger. 

Pepe glanced at the Canadian as though to ask whether he 
had calculated these terrible chances when he wished to 
make Fabian share their adventurous career. For the first 
time, at such a crisis, the intrepid hunter looked deadly pale. 
An eloquent but sad glance was his reply to the Spaniard's 
mute interrogation. 

*' A too great affection in the heart of the bravest man," 
thought Pep6, " makes him tremble for him whom he loves 
more than life ; and adventurers like us should have no ties. 
There is Bois-Rose trembling like a woman !•• 

However, they felt almost cei'tain that even the practiced 
eyes of the Indians could not discover them in their retreat ; 
and the three men, afler their first alarm had passed over, 
M'atched coolly the manoeuvres of the Indians, These con- 
tinued to pui*sue the fiying horses ; the numberless obstacles 
so thickly strewn over the plain — ^the ravines, the hillocks, 
and the shari>pointed cacti— oould not stop them. Without 
slackening the impetuosity of their pace or turning aside 
from any obstacle, these horsemen cleared them with won- 
dei*fnl address. Bold rider as he was himself, Fabian looked 
with enthusiasm on the astonishing agility of these wild 
hunters, but the precautions which they were forced to take, 
in order to conceal themselves, made the three fiiends lose a 
part of this imposing spectacle. . 

The vast savannahs, late so deserted, were sudde y 
changed into a scene of tumult and confusion. Tlie st r, 
returning to the bank, continued to fly, with the wolves i il 
after hho. The wild horses galloped before the Indian - 
whose bowlings equalled that of the wolves — and descnl J 
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great drcles to avoid the lanoe or the lasso, "while nomerous 
echoes repeated these various sounds. 

The sight of Fabian, who followed with an ardent eye all 
ihese tumultuous evolutions, not appearing to disquiet hini« 
self about a danger which he now braved for the fii*st time, 
depiived Boi»-Ro8e of that confidence in himself which had 
brought liim safe and sound out of perils apparently greater 
tlian this. 

^ Ah !" muttered he, *^ these are scenes which the iuhabi* 
tants of cities can never see, it is only in the deseit one can 
meet with them." 

But his voice trembled in spite of himself; and he stopped, 
for he felt that he would have given a year of his life that 
Fabian had not been present. At this moment a new subject 
of apprehension added to his anguish. 

The scene became more solemn ; for a new actor, whose 
rdU was to be short though terrible, now appeared upon it. 
It was a man, whom by his dress the three recognized with 
terror as a white man like themselves. The unlucky man, 
suddenly discovered in one of the evolutions of the chase, 
had become in his turn the exclusive object of pursuit. 
Wild horses, wolves, the stag, had all disappeared in the 
distant fog. There remained only the twenty Indians scat* 
tared over a circle, of which the white man occupied the 
centre. For an instant the friends could see him cast around 
him a glance of despair and anguish. But, excepting on the 
river-side, the Indians were everywhere. It. was, therefore, 
in this direction that he must fly ; and he turned his horse 
towards the opening opposite to the island. But his single 
moment of indecision had sufficed for the Indians to get near 
turn. 

^^ The unhappy man is lost, and no help for it," said Bois 
Rose ; " he is too late now to cross the river." 
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" Bat,** said Fabian, '* if we can save a Christian, shall ws 
let him be murdered before our eyes ?" 

Pep6 looked at Bois-Rose. 

** I answer for your life before God," said the Canadian, 
solemnly, " if we are discovered we are but three against 
twenty. The life of three men — ^yours especially, Fabian— is 
more precious than that of one ; we must let this uuha{>p7 
man mc et his fate.'* 

^^ But intrenched as we are ?" persisted Fabian. 

^ Intrenched I Do you call this frail rampait of osiers and 
reeds an intrenchment ? Do you think these leaves arc ball 
proof? And these Indians are bat twenty now ; but let one 
of our shots be fired at them, and you will soon see one 
hundred instead of twenty. May God pardon me if I am 
unfeeling, but it is necessary." 

Fabian said no more ; this last reason seemed condusivc, 
for, like his companions, he was ignorant that the rest of the 
Indians were at the camp of Don Estevan. 

Meanwhile the white fled like a man the speed of whose 
horse is his last resource. Already they could see the terror 
depicted on his face, but just as he was about twenty fcc( 
from the river, the lasso of an Indian caught him, and tiie 
unlucky wretch, thrown Tiolently from his saddle, fell upcii 
thei 
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CHAPTER XL. 

AW INDIAN DIPLOMAT. 

AfTSB the cries of tritimph which annoanced the saptttra 
of the anlackj white man, there was a moment of profound 
silence. The men on the island exchanged looks of conster- 
nation and pitj. *^ Thank God I they have not killed him!'' 
said Fabian. 

The prisoner indeed arose, although bmised with his fall, 
and one of the Indians disengaged him from the lasso. Bois- 
Rose and Pep6 shook tlieir heads. 

" So much the worse for him, for his suiTerings would now 
be over," said Pep6 ; the silence of the Indians shows that 
each is considering what punishment to inflict. The capture 
of one white is more precious in their eyes than that of a 
whole troop of horses." 

The Indians, still on horseback, surrounded the prisoner, 
who, casting around him a despairing glance, saw on every 
side only bronzed and hardened fices. Then the Indians 
began to deliberate. 

Meanwhile, one who appeared to be the chief, and who 
was distinguished ^y his black plumes, jumped off his horse, 
and throwing the bridle to one of the men, advanced towards 
t^*} island. Having reached the bank, he seemed to seek for 
f »tsteps on the sand. Bois-Rose's heart beat violently, for 
t 1 movement appeared to show some suspicion as to their 
t ^nce. 

Can this wretch,'* whispered he to Pep6, "smell flesb 
I: B the ogres in the &iry tales?" 

18* 
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" Quten aabe — ^who knows ?" replied the Spaniard, In th« 
phi*ase which is the common answer of his native conntrj. 

But the sand trampled over bj the wild horses who ha«l 
come to drink, showed no traces of a human 4bot, and the 
Indian w^alkcd up the stream, still apparently seeking. 

*' The demon has some suspicion," said Bois-Rosc ; " an<l 
he will discover the traces that we left half-a-mile off when 
we entered the bed of the river to get at this island. I told 
you," added he, bitterly, " that we should have entered two 
miles higher up ; but neither you nor Fabian wished it, aod 
like a fool, I yielded to you." 

The deliberation as to the fate of the prisoner was now 
doubtless over ; for cries of joy welcomed some proportion 
made by one of the Indians. But it was necessary to awiut 
the return and approbation of the chief, who was the man 
already known to us as the " Blackbird." He had continued 
his researches, and having reached the place where they had 
left the sand to enter the river, no longer doubted that the 
report brought to them had been correct ; and having hi« 
own private objects, he determined to follow it. Once 
assured of the presence of the three whites, he returned to 
his men, listened gravely to the result of their deliberations, 
answered in a few words, and then advanced slowly towardi 
the river — after having given an order to five of his men who 
U5t off at full gallop to execute it. 

The aquatic plants were open in the sunshine ; the brec» 
agitated the leaves of the osiers on the banks of the island, 
which was to all appearance as uninhabited as when the 
stream flowed only for the birds of heaven, and the buffaloes 
and wild horses of the plains. But an Indian could not le 
deceived by this apparent calm. The " Blackbird " mad a 
cpeaking-trnmpct of his hand, and cried in a language I C 
Indian, half-Spanish — 

" The white warriors of the north may show themselv \ 
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the * Blackbird ' is their friend. So, too, aro the warriors ha 
commands.'^ 

At these words, borne to them distinctly by the wind, the 
Canadian pressed the arm of Pep6; both understood the 
mixed dialect of the Indian. 

** What sliall we reply ?" said he. 

•* Nothing," answered Pepe. 

The breease which murmnred through the reeds was the 
only answer the Indian could hear. 

He went on — 

** The eagle may hide his track in the air %om the eye of 
an Apache ; the salmon in the stream leaves no trace behind 
him ; but a white man who crosses the desert is neither a 
salmon nor an eagle." 

" Nor a gosling," murmured Pep6 ; " and a gosling only 
betrays himself by trying to sing." 

The Indian listened again, but hearing cc sound, con** 
tinned, without showing any signs of being discenraged, 
** The white warriors of the north are but three against 
twenty, and the red warriors engage their word to be friends 
and allies to them." 

^ Wagh !" said Bois-Rose, ** for what perfidy h^s he need 
of us?" 

" Let bim go on, and we shall hear ; he has not yet fin- 
ished, or I am much mistaken I" 

*^When the white warriors know the intentions of the 
Blackbird, tliey will leave their hiding-place," continued he, 
^ but they shall hear them. The white men of the north are 
the enemies of those of the south — ^their language, their reli« 
gtoD is different. The Apaches hold in their toils a whole 
camp of southern warriors." 

" So much the worse for the gold seekers," said Bols* 
Rose. 

'*If the warriors of the north will join tie Indians with 
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their long riflefl^ they shall share the horses and the treasures 
of the men of the south ; the Indians and the whites wiD 
dance together ronnd the corpses of their enemies, and the 
ashes of their camp." 

Bois-Rose and Pep£ looked at each other in astoniahmcvti 
and explained to Fabian the proposal made to them, but the 
fire of their eyes and their disdainful looks, showed that the 
noble trio had but one opinion on the subject — ^thatof perish- 
mg rather than aiding the Indians to triumph even over 
their mortal enemies. 

*' Do you hear the miscreant," cried Bois-Rose, using in 
indignation an image fit for the Indians, ^ he takes jaguars 
fkr jackals. Ah ! if Fabian were not here, a bullet would be 
my answer." 

Meanwhile, the Indian feeling certain of the presence of 
the hunters in the island, began to lose patience — for the 
orders of the chiefs had been peremptory to attack the whites 
— but he, having his own opinions, wished to prove them 
right. He knew that the American or Canadian rifie never 
misses its aim, and three such allies seemed to him not to be 
despised. He therefore continued to speak : 

^^ The buffalo of the prairies is not more easy to follow than 
the white man ; the track of the buffalo tells the Indian his 
age, his size, and the time of his passing. There are behind 
the reeds of the floating island a man as strong as a bison, 
and taller than the tallest rifle, a warrior of mingled north 
and south blood, and a young warrior of the pure south, bat 
the alliance of these two with the first, indicates that they 
are enemies of the southern whites — ^for the weakest evef 
seek the friendship of the strongest and espouse their cai " 

" The sagacity of these dogs is admirable," said B • 
Rose. 

" Because they flatter you," said Pepi, who seemed f ' 
what annoyed at what the Indian had said. 
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••I wait for the answer of the whites,*' contintied the 
BlackbircL ** I hear only the sound of the river, and the 
wind which says to me, Hhe whites imagine a thousand 
errors; they believe that the Indian has eyes behind nis 
back, that the track of the bison is invisible, and that reeds 
are ball proof' The Blackbird laughs at the words of the 
wind.** 

"Ah I" said Bois-Rose, "if we had entered but two miles 
higher np the river I" 

"A friend disdained becomes a terrible enemy," continued 
the chie£ 

•* We say something similar among ns," muttered Pep6. 

The Blackbird now signed to the captive to approach. The 
latter advanced, and the chief pointed out to him the little 
island, and said, "Can the rifle of the pale face send a ball 
into the space between those bushes ?" 

But the prisoner had understood only the little Spanish 
mixed with the Indian dialect, and he remained mute and 
trembling. Then the Blackbird spoke to one of his warriors, 
who }daced in the hands of the prisoner the rifle that he had 
taken from him, and by gestures made him understand 
what was wanted of him. The unlucky man tried to take 
aim, but terror caused him to shake in such a fashion that his 
rifle was unsteady in his hands. 

" If the Indian has no better way than that to make ud 
•peak," said Pep6, " I will not say a word until to-morrow !" 

The white man fired indeed, but the ball, directed by his 
trembling hands, fell into the water some distance from the 
island. The Blackbird glanced contemptuously at him, and 
ihen looked around him. 

" Yes," sdd Pep6 ; " seek for balls and powder among the 
lanees and lassoes of your warriors." 

But as he finished this consoling reflection, the five men 
who had gone away, returned armed for combat, with rifles 
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and qnivers full of arrows. They had been to fetch the i 
which they had laid down, in order to follow the wild hornei 
more freely. Five others now went off. 

" This looks bad," said Bois-liose. 

*^ Shall we attack them while they are but fifteen," said 
Pepc. 

^^ No, let us remain silent ; he still doubts whether we are 
here." 

" As you like." 

The Indian chief now took a rifle and adranced again to 
the bank. 

" The hands of the Blackbird do not tremble like a leaf 
shaken by the wind," said he, pointing his rifle steadily 
towards the island. " But before firing, he will wait while 
he counts one hundred, for the answer of the whites who 
are hidden in the island." 

" Get behind me, Fabian," said Bois-Ilosc. 

"No, I stay here," said Fabian, decidedly. "I am 
younger, and it is my place to expose myself for you." 

" Child I do you not see that my body exceeds yours mx 
inches on every side, and your remaining in front is but pr^ 
senting a double mark." 

And without shaking a single one of the reeds around tlM 
island, he advanced and knelt before Fabian. 

" Let him do it, Fabian," said Pep4. " Never had man a 
more noble buckler, than the heart of the giant which beats 
in fear for you." 

The Indian chief, rifle in hand, listened as he counted, but 
excepting the murmur of the water, a profound rilence 
reigned everywhere. 

Ho fired at length, and the leaves of the trees flew into tl 
air ; but as the three hunters knelt in a row they did nc 
present a large aim, and the ball passed at some little distaao^ 
from them. 
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Tlie Blackbird waited a minute and cried agaiii : " Th€ 
Indian was wrong, he acknowledges his error, he will seek 
f jr the white waniors elsewhere." • 

**Who believes that?" said Pepo; " ho is more sure than 
eirer. He is about to leave us alone for a few minutes, until 
lie has finished with that poor devil yonder, which will not 
Iw long — since the death of a white is a spectacle which an 
Xndian is always in a hurry to enjoy." 

** But had we better not make some effort in fiivour of the 
unlucky man ?" said Fabian. 

*^ Some unexpected circumstances may come to our assist- 
ance," replied Bois-Rose. ''Whatever Pep6 says, the Indiana 
may still doubt, but if we show ourselves, all is over. To 
accept an alliance with these Indians, even against Don 
Sstevan de Arechiza, would be an unworthy cowardice. 
What can we do ?" added he, sadly. 

One fear tormented him ; he had seen Fabian in danger 
when his blood was boiling with passion, but had he the calm 
courage which meets death coolly. Had he the stoical 
resignation of which he himself had given so many proofs ? 
The Canadian took a sudden resolution. 

"Listen, Fabian," said he; "can I speak to you the lan- 
guage of a man ? Will the words which your ears will trans- 
mit to your heart not freeze it with terror ?" 

"Why doubt my courage?" replied Fabian in a tone of 
gentle reproach. " Whatever you say, I will hear without 
growing pale ; whatever you do, I will do also, without trem- 
bling." 

"Don Fabian speaks truly, Pep6 ; look at his eye," said the 
Canadian, pressing Fabian in his arms ; then he continued 
solemnly ; " Never were three men in greater peril than avo 
are now ; our enemies are seven times our number ; whr'n 
each of us has killed six of them, there wpuld still remain a 
number equal to our own." 
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"We hare done it before,** said Pep6. 

•• And we shall do it again," cried Fabian. 

"Good, my child,'* said Bois-Rose, "but whatever hap* 
pens, these demons mnst not take ns alive. See, Fabian !" 
added the old man, in a voice that he tried to keep firm, 
while ansheathing a long knife, " if we were left without pow- 
der or ammunition at the mercy of these dogs, about to fall 
into their hands, and this poignard in my hand was our only 
chance, what would you say ?" 

" I would say, strike, father, and let us die together !** 

*• Yes, yes," cried the Canadian, looking with indescribable 
tenderness at him who called him father, " it will be one means 
of never being separated." And he held out to Fabian his 
hand trembling with emotion, which the latter kissed respect- 
folly. 

" Now," said Bois-Rose, ** whatever happens we shall not 
be separated. God ^ill do the rest, and we shall try to sav^ 
this unlucky man." 

" To work then I" «aid Fabian. 

" Not yet, my child ; let us see what these red demons an 
about to do," 

Meanwhile the Indian had ranged themselves in two lines, 
and the white man was placed a little in advance of them. 

" I see what they are going to do," said Bbis-Rose, " they 
are gobg to try if the poor wretch's legs are better than his 
arms. They are about to chase him." 

" How so ?" said Fabian. 

" They will place their captive a little in advance, then at 
a given signal he will run. Then all the Indians will m- 
after him, lance and hatchet in hand. If the white is quid 
enough to reach the river before them, we will call to him 
swim to us. Some shots will protect him, and he may reacli 
here safe and sound. But if terror paralyses his limbs, as it 
did his hands just now, the foremost Indian will break b 
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Head witb a blow from a hatchet* In any case we shall do 
our best." 

At this moment the fiye other Indians returned armed 
from head to foot, and now joined the rest. Fabian looked 
with profomid compassion at the unlucky white man, who 
with haggard eje, and features distorted by terror, waited in 
horrible anguish until the signal was given. But the 
Blackbird pointed to the bare feet of his warriors, and then 
to the leather buskins which protected the feet of the white 
man. They then saw the latter sit down and take them off 
slowly, as if to gain a few seconds. 
" The demons !" cried Fabian. 

**HushI" said Bois-Rose, "do not by discovering yourself 
destroy the last chance of life for the poor wretch I" 

Fabian shut his eyes so as not to witness the horrible scene 
about to take place. At length the white man rose to his 
feet, and the Indians stood devouring him with their looks, 
until the Blackbird clapped his hands together, and then the 
bowlings which followed could only be compared to those of 
a troop of jaguars in pursuit of a deer. The unlucky captive 
ran with great swiftness, but his pursuers bounded afler him 
fike tigers. Thanks to the start which he had had, he cleared 
safely a part of the distance which separated him from the 
river, but the stones which cut his feet and the sharp thorns oi 
the nopals soon caused him to slacken his pace, and one of 
the Indians rushed up and made a furious thrust at him with 
his lance. It passed .between his arm and his body, and the 
Indian losing his equilibrium, fell on the sand. 

Gbyferofl, for it was he, appeared to hesitate a moment 
whether he should pick up the lance which the Indian 
had let foXL, but then rapidly continued his course. That 
bstant's hesitation was fatal to him. All at once, amidst the 
doudof dustrabed by his feet, a hatchet shone over the head 
of the unfortunate Mexican, who was seen falling to the eartk 
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Boia-Rose was about to fire, but the fear of IdlEmg Ua 
wlioin he wished to defend, stopped his band. For a angle 
moment the wind cleared away the dust, and be fired, but it 
was too late, the Indian who fell under his ball was 
brandishing in his hand the scalp of the unhappy man. 
To this unexpected shot, the savages replied with howb, 
and then rushed away from what they believed to be 
only a corpse. Soon, bowever, they saw the man rise, 
witb his head laid bare, who after straggling a few paces, 
fell again, while the blood flowed in torrents from hii 
wounds. 

" Ah I" cried Bois-Rose, "if there remains in him a spark 
of life — ^and people do not die only from scalping — ^we shall 
save hi 01 yet; I swear we shall 1'' 



CHAPTER XLI, 

INDIAN CUNNING. 

Aa the Canadian uttered the generous oath, wrung 
from him by indignation, it seemed to him that a sup- 
plicating voice reached him. "Is not the poor wretch 
calling for aid?" And he raised his head from behind 
its shelter. 

At sight of the fox-skm cap wliich covered the head of 
the giant, and of the long and heavy rifle which he raised 1 ) 
a willow wand, the Indians recognised one of their fon • 
able northern enemies, and recoiled in astonishment — ^for J 
Blackbird alone had been instructed as to whom they ^ i 
seeking. Bois-RosCi looking towards the shore, now ' • 
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Mved the imlackf Gayferos stretching out his arms towards 
tim, and feebly calling for help. The dying Indbn stil^ held 
the scalp in his clenched hand. 

At this terrible spectacle the Canadian Irew himself up to 
his full height. "Fire on these dogs!'» cried he, "and 
remember — ^never let them take you alive." 

So saying, he resolutely entered the water, and any other 
man would have had it up to his head, but the Canadian had 
all his shoulders above the surface. 

" Do not fire till after me,»» said Pep6 to Fabian ; " my hand 
is surer than yours, and my Kentucky rifie cai-rics twice as 
&r as your Liege gun." And he held his rifle ready to 
fire at the slightest sign of hostility from the Indians. 

MeauAvhile, Bois-Rosc still advanced, the water growing 
gradually shallower, when an Indian raised his rifie ready to 
fire on the intrepid hunter ; but a bullet from Pepe stopped 
him, and he fell forwod.on his fiicc. 

" Now you, Don Fabian 1" said Pep6, throwing himself on 
the ground to reload, after the Ameiican custom in such 
cases. 

Fabian fired, but his rifle having a shorter range, the shot 
only drew fi-om the Indian at whom he niif.cd a cry of rage. 
But Pep6 had reloaded, and stood ready to lire again. 

There was a moment's hesitation among the Indians, by 
which Bois Rose profited to draw towards him the body of 
the unlucky Gayferos. He, clinging to his shoulders, had the 
presence of mind to leave his preserver's arms fi-ee ; who, 
with his burden, again entered the water, going backwards. 
Then his rifle was heard, and' an Indian's death-ciy iramedi- 
ately followed. This valiant retreat, protected by Pop« 
and Fabian, awed the Indians, and some minutes after, 
Bois-Rose triumphantly placed the fidnting Gayferos on tlie 
Island. 

"There are three of them settled for," said he," and now 
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We shall hare a few ininntes trace. Well, Fabian, do yo« 
Bee the advantage of firing in file ? You did not do bad^y 
for a beginnor, and I can assure you that when you have a 
Kentucky rifle like us, you will be a good marksman " Then 
to Gayferoa, "We came too late to save the skin of your 
head, my poor fellow, but console yourself, it is no such 
dreadful thing. I have many friends in the same condition, 
who are none the woi-se for it. Your life is saved — ^that if 
the great thing — ^and we shall endeavor to bind up youl 
wounds.'* 

Some strips torn from the shirt of Gayferos served to bind 
around his head a large mass of willow leaves crushed 
together and steeped in water, and concealed the hideous 
wound. The blood was then washed from his face. 

" You see," said Bois-Rose, still clinging to tb/J idea of 
keeping Fabian near him, "yon must learn to know the 
habits of the desert, and of the lodkis. The villaias, who 
see by the loss of three of their m^j^l^at stuiTwe are made 
of, have retired to concoct some stratagem. You hex how 
silent all is after so much noise ?" 

The desert, indeed, had recovered its silence, the leavei 
only trembled in the evening breeze, and the water began to 
display brilliant colours in the setting sun. 

"Well, Pepfe, they are but seventeen now!** continued 
Bois-Rose, in a tone of triumph. 

** Oh I we may succeed, if they do not get reinforcements.** 

^^ That is a chance and a terrible one ; but our lives are in 
God's hands,** replied Bois-Rose. " Tell me friend !♦* said ho 
to Gayferos, you probably belong to the camp of Don Er** 
van ?** 

" Do you know him then f ** said the wounded man, ik 
feeble voice. 

^' Yes ; and by what chance are you so &r from * 
oamp?*' 
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The wounded man recounted how, by Don £stevan'% 
orders, he had set off to seek for their lost guide, and that 
bis evil star had brought him in contact with the Indians a.i 
they were hunting the wild horses. 
** What is the name of your guide ?** 
♦* Cuchillo." 

Fabian and Bois-Rose glanced at each other, 
"Yes,»» sud the latter, " there is some probability that 
your suspicions about that white demon were correct, and 
that he is conducting the expedition to the Golden Valley ; 
but, my child, if we escape these Indians, w:e are close to it ; 
and onoe we are installed there, were they a himdrcd, we 
should succeed in defending oui-selves.'' 
This was whispered in Fabian's ear. 

** One • 'ord more," said Bois-Rose to the wounded man, 
^' and then we shall leave you to repose. How many men 
has Don Estevan ^'^^ ^ti ?" 
' " Sixty." 

Bois-Rose now again bathed the head of the wounded 
Gayferos with cold water : and the unhappy man, refreshed 
for the moment, and weakened by loss of blood, fell into a 
lethargic sleep. 

^^ Now," continued Bois-Rose, ^* let us endeavor to build 
ap a rampart which shall be a little more ball and arrow- 
proof than this frmge of moving leaves and reeds. Did you 
count how many rifles the Indians had ?" 
** Seven," I believe, said Pepe. 

"Then ten of them are less to be feared. They cannot 
attack us either on the right or the left — but perhaps thoy 
have made a detour to cross the river, and are about to place 
M between two fires." 

The side of the islet opposite the shore on which the 
Indians had shown themselves, was sufficiently defended by 
enormous roots, bristling like chevaux-de-frise ; but the aide 



810 THB WOOB-BANQERS. 

'^hore the attack was probably abont to recomtncnce </« 
defended only by a thick row of reeds and osier-ehoots. 

Thanks to his great strength, Bois-Rose, aided by P:!p6, 
sncceeded in dragging from the end of the islet which feced 
the course of the stream, some large dry branches and fiillen 
trunks of trees. A few minutes sufficed for the two skillful 
hunters to protect the feeble side with a i-ough but solid 
entrenchment, which would form a very good defence to the 
little garrison of the island. 

"Do yon see, Fabian,'* said Bois-Rose, ** You'll be as safe 
behind these trunks of trees as in a stone fortress. YonMl 
be exposed only to the balls that may be fired from the to]>s 
of the trees, but I shall take care tl*at none of these red-skinf 
climb so high." 

And quite happy at having raised a barrier between 
Fabian and death, he assigned him his post in the place most 
&i i from the enemy. 

" Did you remark," said he to Pepe, " how at every effort 
that we made to break a branch or disengage a block of 
wood, the island trembled to its foundation ?" 

** Yes," said Pepe, " one might think that it was aboat to 
be toiTi from its base and follow the course of the stream." 

The Canadian then cautioned his two companions to he 
careful of their ammunition, gave Fabian some instructions 
as to taking aim, pressed him to his heart, «;queezod the hand 
of his old comrade, and then the three stationed thenisolvca 
at their several posts. The surface of the river, the tops of 
the aspens growing on the bank, the banks themselves and 
the reeds, were all objects of examination for the hunter i 
the night Avas fast coming on. 

"This is the hour when the demons of darkness lay t^ ' 
snares," said Bois-Rose, " when these human jaguars s 
for their prey. It was of them that the Scriptt I 
spoke." 
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"So one replied to thia speech, which was uttered rather as 
% soliloquy. 

Meanwhile, the darkness was creeping on little hy little, 
and the bushes which grew on the bank began to assume 
the fantastic forms given to objects by the uncertain twi- 
light. 

The green of the trees began to look black ; but habit hn^l 
given to Bois-Bose and to Pep6 eyes as piercing as those of 
the Indians themselves, and nothing, with the vigilance tliey 
were exerting, could have deceived them. 

"Pepi,** whispered Bois-Rose, pointing to a tuft of osiers, 
**does it not seem to you that that bush has changed 'aa 
fi>rm and grown larger ?" 

** Yes ; it has changed its form I" 

** See, Fabian ! you have the piercing sight that I hntl at 
your age; does it not appear to you tliat at the left-hnnd 
side of that tuft of osiers the leaves no longer look nntn ri^r' 

The young man pushed the reeds on one side, and gazed 
for a while attentively. 

" I could swear it,** said he, ** but .*» He stopped, and 

looked in another direction. 

** Well 1 do you see anything ?" 

" I see, between that willow and the aspen, about ten feet 
from the tuft of osiers, a bush which certainly was not tliere 
just now,'* 

**AhI see what it is to live far from towns;— the least 
points of the landscape fix themselves in the mcmoi«y, and 
become precious indications. You are bom to live the life 
of a hunter, Fabian !'* 

Pep* levelled his rifle at the bush indicated by Fabian. 

"Pe})e Understands it at once,'* Siiid Bois-Rose; "he 
knows, like me, that the Indians have employed their time in 
catting down branches to form a temporary shelter ; but i 
think two of us at least may teach them a few stratagems 
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that they do not yet know. Leave that bush to Fabian : il 
will be an easy mark for him ; fire at the branches whose 
leaves are beginning to wither — there is an Indian behind 
them. Fire in the centre, Fabian 1" 

The two rifles were heard simultaneously, and the fidse 
bush fell, displaying a red body behind the leaves, while the 
branches which had been added were convulsively agitated. 
All three then threw themselves on the ground, and a dis- 
charge of balls immediately flew over their heads, covering 
them with leaves and broken branches, while the war^ry of 
the Indians sounded in their ears, 

'^ K I do not deceive myself they are now but fifteen," 
said Bois-Rose, as he quitted his horuEontal posture, and 
knelt on the ground. 

^^ Be still !" added he. ^^ I see the leaves of an aspen trem- 
ble more than the wind alone could cause them to do. It if 
doubtless one of those fellows who has climbed up into the 
tree." 

As he spoke, a bullet struck one of the trunks of which the 
islet was composed, and proved that he had guessed rightly. 

^^Wagh!" said the Canadian, ^*I must resort to a tiiok 
that will force him to show himsel£" 

So saying, he took off his cap and coat, and placed them 
between the branches, where thfey could be seen. " Now," 
said he, '^ if I were fighting a white soldier, I would place 
myself by the side of my coat, for he would fire at the coat ; 
with an Indian I shall stand behind it, for he will not be 
deceived in the same manner, and will aim to one idde of it 
Lie down, Fabian and Pep6, and in a minute you shall h 
a bullet whistle either to the right or the left of the marl 
have set up." 

As Bois-Rose said this, he knelt down behind his co. 
ready to fire at the aspen. 

Uo was not wrong in his conjectures; in a moment, 
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UaEs of the Indians cut the leaves on each side of the coat, 

but without touching either of the three companions, who 

had placed themselves in a line. 

** Ah," cried the Canadian, " there are whites who can 

fight the Indians with their own weapons ; we shall presently 

have an enemy the less." 
And saying this, he fired into the aspen, out of which thd 

body of an Indian was seen to fiill, rolling from branch to 

branch like a fruit knocked from its stem. 
At this feat of the Canadian, the savage bowlings 

resoonded with so much fury, that it required nerves of iron 

not to shudder at them. Grayferos himself, whom the firing 
had not roused, shook off his lethargy and murnnirecl, in a 
trembling voice, " Virgen de los Dolores ! Would not one 
say it was a band of tigei*s howling in the darkness? — Holy 
Virgin! havej>ity on me!" 

** Thank her rather," interrupted the Canadian; "the 
knaves might deceive a novice like you, but not an old hun- 
ter like me. You have beard the jackals of an evening in 
the forest, howl and answer each other as though there wcM*e 
hundreds of them, when there were but three or four. The 
Indians imitate the jackals, and I will ansAver for it there are 
not more than a dozen now behind those trees. Ah ! if I 
could but get them to cross the water, not one of them should 
return to carry the news of their disaster." 

Then, as if a sudden thought had flashed across his mind, 
he directed his companions to lie down on their backs — in 
which position they were protected by the trunks of the trees. 
"We are in safety as long as we lie thus," said he, " only 
keep your eye on the tops of the trees ; it is from these only 
they can reach us. Fire only if you see them cliinb up, but 
otherwise remain motionless. The knaves will not willingly 
depart without our scalps, and must make up their minds at 
iM to attack na." 

14 
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This resolution of the hunter seemed to have been inspired 
by heaven, for scarcely had they laid down before a shower 
of balls and arrows tore to pieces the border of retnls, and 
broke the branches behind which they had been kneeling a 
minute before. Bois-Rose pulled down his coat and hat, M 
thougli he himself had fallen, and then the most profound 
silence reigned in the island, after this apparently murderoiu 
fire. Cries of triumph followed this silence, and tlien s 
seoond discharge of bullets and arrows. 

** Is not that an Indian mounting the willow ?^' whispered 
Pep6. 

*^ Ye8,*but let us risk his fire without stimng ; lie all ofut 
as if we were dead. Then he will go and tell his compa- 
nions that he has counted the corpses of the pale faccs.^' 

In spite of the danger incurred by this stratagem^ the pro- 
position of Bois-Rose was accepted, and each remained 
motionless, watching, not without anxiety, the manceuvres 
of the Indian. With extreme precaution the red warrior 
climbed from branch to branch, until he had reached a point 
from which he could overlook the whole islet. 

There remained just sufiicient daylight to observe his 
movements when the foliage itself did not hide them. When 
he had reached the desired height, the Indian, resting on a 
tl^ck branch, advanced his head with precaution. The sight 
of the bodies extended on the ground appeared not to sur- 
prise him, and he now openly pointed bis rifie towards them. 
This he did several times, apparently taking aim, but not 
one of the hunters stirred. Then the Indian uttered a cry of 
triumph. *^The shark takes the bsdt," mi^^ttered Bois-Rose. 

" I shall recognise this son of a dog," |?ejoined Pepe, " and 
if I do not repay him for the anxiety he h^ effused me, it U 
because the bullet he is about to send will prevent me." 

''It is the Blackbird," said Boia-Rose, ''be isboth br^Tf 
and dexterous — ^Ue close !" 
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The Indian osoe more took aim, and then fired ; a branch 
knocked from a tree just above Pep6, fell upon him and hurt 
his forehead. He stirred no more than the dead wood against 
which he leaned, but said, ^^ Rascal of a redskm, 111 pay you 
for this before long." 

Some drops of blood fell upon the fiice of the Canadian. 

^ Is any one wounded ?" said he, with a shudder. 

** A scratch, nothing more," sud Pep6, " God be praised !*» 

Jost then the Indian uttered a cry of joy, as he descended 
from the tree on which he had mounted, and the three friends 
again breathed freely. 

And yet some doubt seemed to remain in the minds of the 
Indians, for a long and solemn silence followed the manceuvre 
of their chief. 

The sun had now set, the short twilight had passed away, 
night had come on, and the moon shone on the liver, yet 
■till the Indians did not stir. 

** Our scalps tempt them, but they still hesitate to come 
and take them," said Pepe, who was becoming very tired of 
doing nothing. 

^ Patience 1" whispered Bois-Rose, ^'the Indians are like 
the vultures, who dare not attack a body until it begins to 
decay. We may look out for them .by-and-bye. Let us 
resume our position behind the reeds." 

The hunters again quickly knelt down and continued to 
watch their enemies. 

Before long an Indian showed himself very cavtiously, 
another then joined him, and both approached with increas- 
ing confidence, followed by others, until Bois-Rose counted 
ten in the moonlight. 

**They will cross the river in file, I expect," said he. 
^ Fabian, you fire at the first, Pepe will aim at the centre. 
and I at the last but one. In that way they cannot all attack 
together. It wiU be a liand to hand struggle, but you, Fabian^ 
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while Pep6 nnd I wait for them knife in hand^ shall load oof 
rifles and pass them to us. By the memory of your mother, 
I forbid you to fight with these wretches/' 

As the Canadian uttered these words, a tall Indian eutered 
the river, followed by nine others. All advanced with the 
utmost caution ; they might have been taken for the shades 
of warriors returned from the land of spirits. 



CHAPTER XLII. 



THE BLAGKBUtD. 



Death seemed to the eyes of the Indians to reign over 
the island — ^for the hunters held even their breath — 9ni yet 
they advanced with the utmost care. 

The foremost roan, who was the ^* Blackbird '' himself had 
reached a place where the water began to be deep, as the 
the last man was just leaving the bank. But just as Fabian 
was about to take aim against the chief, to the great regret 
of Pepe, the " Blackbird,'* either fearful of danger, or 
because a ray of moonlight gleaming on the rifles told him 
his enemy still lived, dived suddenly under the water. 

" Fire !" cried Bois-Rose, and immediately the last Indian 
of the file fell to rise no. more, and two others appeared 
struggling in the water, and were quickly borne off by tl 
stream. Pep6 and Bois-Rose then threw their rifles behi 
them as agreed upon, for Fabian to reload, while they th 
««elve8 stood upon toe bank, knives in hand. 

"The Apaches are still seven," shouted Bois-Rose, in 
voice of thunder, anxious to finish the struggle, and feeli 



an his hatred of the Indians awakened within him, ** will . 
th^ dare to coi&e and take the scalps of the whites?" 

Bat the disappearance of their chief and the death of their 
comrades had disconcerted tbe Indians ; they did not flj, 
bat thej remained undecided and motionless, as black rocks 
bathed by the shining waters of the river. 

^^Can Uie red warriors only scalp dead bodies?" added 
Pep6 with a contemptuous laugh. ^^ Are the Apaches like 
Tultures who only attack the dead ? Advance then, dogs, 
Toltures, women without courage I" shouted he, at the sight 
of their enemies, who were now rapidly regaining the bank. 
Suddenly, however, he noticed a body floating on its back, 
whose bright eyes showed that it was not a corpse, as the 
extended arms and motionless body seemed to indicate. 

^ Don Fabian^ my rifle 1 there is the ^ Blackbird ' pretend- 
ing to be dead and floating down the stream." 

Pep6 took the rifle from Fabian, and aimed at the floating 
body, bat not a moscle stirred. The hunter lowered his rifle 
•* I was wrong," said he, aloud, ** the white men do not, like 
the Indians, waste their powder on dead bodies." 

Tbe body still floated, with outspread legs and extended 
anna. Pep6 again raised his rifle and again lowered it. 
Then, when he thought that he had paid off anguish for 
anguish to the Indian chief^ he fired, and the body floated no 
longer. 

**HaTe yoa killed him ?" asked Bois-Rose. 

^ No, I only wished to break his shoulder bone, that he 
may always have cause to remember the shudder he gave, 
and the treason he proposed to me. . If he were dead, he 
would still float." 

** You might have done better to have killed him. But 
what is to be done now? I hoped to finish with these 
demons, and now our work is still to be done. We cannot 
\ the river to attack them.** 
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**It 18 tho best thing we can do.»* 

*' With Fabian, I cannot decide to do it, or I Bhonld h% 
now on the bank opposite, where you know as well as I do 
they still are breathing their infernal vengeance." 

The Spaniard shrugged his shoulders with stoical reagna- 
tion.' 

" Doubtless," §aid he, " but we must dedde either to fly 
or to stay." 

*' Carramba I" continued he, " if we two were alone we 
would gain the opposite bank in a minute ; the sevea who 
are left would catch us no doubt, but we should come out of 
it, as we hav^ out of more difficult situations." 

^* It would be better than to stay here like foxes in their 
hole." 

^^ I agree : but Fabian 1 and the unlucky scalped man, 
whom we cannot abandon thus to the mercy of the wretches 
who have already treated him so cruelly. Let us wait at 
least, until the moon has set, and darkness comes on.*' 

And the old man hung his head with an air of discourage- 
ment — which made a painful impression on the Spaniard — 
raising^li only to glance anxiously at the sky ; where the 
moon held on h^r ordinary course over the starry blue. 

"So be »jl^» swd Pepc ; "but, stay I we killed first ^re 

Indians, then three, that makes eight; there sbouM have 

been twelve left ; why did we only count ten in the water ? 

Depend upon it, the Blackbird haa sent the two others to 

^^eek for reinforcements." 

'^ " It is pos^le : to remain here or to fly are both terrible.** 

"fliff-fiome time the hunters thus continued to deliberate * 
meanwhile, the moonbeams began to fall more obliquely, an 
already a part of the tops of the trees were in shadow. Moi 
than an hour had elapsed since the attempt of the Indians, ai 
Pep6, less absorbed than Bois-Rose, was watching anxious] 

**That cursed moon will never go down," said he, ^ and 
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seems to me that I hear something like the noise of feet in 
the water : the bufialoes do not come down to drink at this 
time of night.'* 

So saying, he rose and leaning right and left, looked up 
and down the stream, but on each side extended an impend" 
trablc veil of fog. The coolness of the American night 
-which succeeds the burning heat of the day, condenses thus 
in thick clouds the exhalations of the ground, and of the 
waters heated by the sun. 

^ I can see nothing but fog," said he. 

Little by little the vague sounds died away, and the air 
recovered its habitual calm and silence. The moon was &st 
going down, and all nature seemed sleeping^ when the occu- 
pants of the island started up in terror. 

From both sides of the river rose shouts so piercing that 
the banks echoed them long after^ the mouths that uttered 
them were closed. Henceforth flight was impossible; the 
Indians had encompassed the island. 

** The moon may go down now," cried Pep6 with rage. 
'^Ahl with reason I feared the two absent men, and the 
noises that I heard ; it was the Indians who were gaining the 
opposite bank. Who knows how many enemies we have 
around us now ?" 

"What matter," replied Bois-Rose gloomily, "whether 
there are one hundred vultures to tear our bodies, or a hun« 
dred Indians to howl round us when we are dead ?". 

" It is true that the number matters little in such circum- 
stances, but it will be a day of triumph for them." 

"Are you going to sing your death song like them, .who, 
when tied to the stake, recall the number of scalps they have 
taken ?" 

" And why not ? it is a very good custom, it helps one to 
die like a hero, and to remember that you have lived like a 
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*' Let U8 rather try to die like Christians," replied Bm 
Rose. 

Then drawing Fabian towards him, he said : 

" I scarcely know, my beloved child, what I had dreamed 
of for yon; I am half savage and half civilize<i, and uiy 
dreams partook of both. Sometimes I wished to restore you 
to the honours of this world — to yoi^r honours, your titles— 
and to add to them all the treasures of the Golden Valley. 
Then I dreamed only of the splendour of the desert, and lis 
majestic harmonies, which lull a man to his rest, and entrance 
him at his waking. But . I can truly say that the dominant 
idea in my mind was that of never quitting you. Must that 
be accomplished^ in death ? So young, so brave, so hand- 
some, must you meet the same £jtte as a man who would 
soon be useless in the world ?" 

"Who would love me when you were gone?'* replied 
Fabian, in a voice which their terrible situation deprived 
neither of its Rweetness nor firmness. *' Before I met vou, 
the grave had closed upon all I loved, and the sole living 
being who could replace them was — ^yon. What have I to 
regret in this world ?»' 

*' The future, my child ; the iiiture into which youth lonif« 
to plunge, like the thirsty stag into the lake." 

Distant firing now interrupted the melancholy reflectioos 
of the old hunter ; the Indians were attacking the camp of 
Don Estevan. The reader knows the result. 

Suddenly they heard a voice from the bank, saying, ^ Let 
the white men open their ears !" 

" It is the ^ Blackbird ' again," cried Pep6. It was indeed 
he, supported by two Indians. 

"Why should they open their ears?" answered Pet 
^The whites laugh at the menaces of the Blackbird,' a 
despise his promises." 

^GU>od!" said the Indian; "the whites are brave, t 
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tliejr will need all their bravery. TLe white men of the 
•oath are being attacked now ; why are the men of the m»rth 
&ot again?ft them ?'' 

^ Because yon are a bird of dpleful plumage ! because liona 
do not hunt with jackals, for jackals can only howl while the 
Hon devours. Apply the compliment ; it is a fine flower of 
Indian rhetoric," cried Pep6, exasperated. 

^ Good 1 the whites are like the conquered Indian, insult* 
ing bis conqueror. But the eagle laughs at the words of the 
mockingbird, and it is not to him that the eagle deigns to 
address himself." 

**To whom then?" cried Pep6. 

^*To the gianty hb brother, the eagle of the snowy moun- 
tains, who disdains to imitate the language of other birds." 

** What do you want of him ?" said Bois-Rose. 

** The Indian would hear the noi*thern warrior ask for life." 
re^ed the Blackbird. 

** I have a different demand to make," said the Canadian. 

** I listen," replied the Indian. 

" If you will swear on the honour of a warrior, and on 
yonr &ther*s bones, that you will spare my companions' lives, 
I shall cross .the river alone without arms, and bring you my 
■calp on my head. That will tempt him," added Bois-Rose 

** Are you mad, Bois-Rosc ?" cried Pepe. 

Fabian flew towards the Canadian : '* At the fii-st step yon 
make towards the Indian, I shall kill you," cried he. 

The old hunter felt his heart melt at the sound of the two 
v(4ccs that he loved so much. A short silence followed, 
then came the answer from the bank. 

*^ The Blackbird wishes tha white man to ask for life, and 
ho asks for death. My wish is this, let the white man of the 
nonh quit his companions, and I swear on my father's bones, 
that his life shall be saved, but his alone ; the other tlirec 
die." 

14* 
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Bob-Rose disdained to reply to this offer, and the In^ai 
chief waited vainly for a refusal or an acceptance. Tlioa he 
continaed : ^^ Until the hour of their death, the whites hear 
the voice of the Indian chief for tfie last time. My warrion 
surround the island and the river. Indian blood has bec4i 
spilled and must be revenged ; white blood must flow. But 
the Indian does not wish for this blood wanned hj the 
ardour of the combat, he wishes for it frozen by terror^ 
impoverished by hunger. He will take the whites living ; 
then, when he holds them in his clutches, when they are like 
liungry dogs fowling after a bone, he will see what men are 
like after fear and privation ; he will make of their skin a 
saddle for his war horse, and each of their scalps shall be 
suspended to his saddle, as a trophy of vengeance. My 
wariiora shall surround the island for fifteen days and nights 
if necessary, in order to make capture of the white men.'' 

After these terrible menaces the Indian disappeared behind 
the trees. But Pep6 not willing that he should believe he 
had intimidated them, cried as coldly as anger would permit, 
^^Dog, who can do nothing but bark, the whites despise your 
vain bravados. Jackal, unclean polecat, I despise you — ^I — 
I" — but rage prevented him from saying more, and be 
finished off by a gesture of contempt ; then with a load laugh 
he sat down, satisfied at having had the last word. As for 
Bois-Rose he saw in it all only the refusal of his heroic sacri- 
fioe. 

^^ Ah I" sighed the generous old man, ** I could have 
arranged it all ; now it is too late.'* 

The moon had gone down ; the sound of distant firing ha^ 
oeased, and the darkness made the three friends feel "^ 
more forcibly how easy it would have been to gain the o^ , 
site bank, carrying in their arms the wounded man. IJ 
insensible to all that was passing, still slept heavily. 

" Thus," said Pepe, first breaking silence, " we have ^fu 
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ia)'8 to hve; it is true we have not much provisioiii but 
oarramba I we shall fish forfood and tor amusement.'' 

" Let us think," said B^is-Rose, " of employing usefully ♦* :> 
hoars before daylight." 

** Li what?" 

" Parbleu I in escaping I" 

** But how ?" 

^ That is the question. Tou can swim, Fabian ?" 

**How else should I have escaped from the Sako ds 
Agua?" 

"** True I I believe that fear confuses my brain. Well I it 
would not be impossible, perhaps, to dig a hole in the middle 
of this island, and to slip through this opening into the water, 
fhe night is so dark, that if the Indians do not see us throw 
ourselves into the water, we might gain a place some way off 
with safety. Stay, I shall try an experiment." So saying, 
he detached, with some trouble, one of the trunks from the 
little island; and its knotty end looked not unlike a human 
head. This he placed carefully on the water, and soon it 
floated gently down the stream. The three friends followed 
its coarse anxiously ; then, when it had disappeared, Bois* 
Rose said : * 

^^ You see, a prudent swimmer might pass in the same 
manner ; not an Indian has noticed it." 

**That is true ; but who knows that their eyes cannot dis- 
tinguish a man from a piece of wood ?" said Pep4. ^^ Beside;, 
we have with us a man who cannot swim." 

"Whom?" 

The Spaniard pointed to the wounded man ; who gronnrd 
i*i his sleep, as thoqgh his guardian angel warned him that 
there was a question of abandoning him to his enemies. 

" What matter ?" said Bois-Rose ; *' is his life worth that 
of the last of the Medianas ?" 

" No," replied the Spaniard ; ^* and I, who half wanted a 
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short time ago to abandon the poor wretch, thiuk now it would 
be cowardly.*' 

** Perhaps,^ added Fabian, " he has children, who would 
weep for their fatlier." 

"It would be a bad action, and woald bring xis ill luck," 
added Pepe. 

All the superstitious tenderness of the Canadian awoke at 
these words, and ho said — 

" Well, then, Fabian, yoii are n good swimmer, follow this 
plan: Pep^ and I will stnj here and gnard this man, and if 
we die here, it will be in the discharge of our duty, and with 
the joy of knowinsr you to be safe." 

But Fabian shook his head. 

" I care not for life without you ; I shall stay," said he 

" What can be done then ?" 

" Let us think," said Pc'|k». 

But it was unluckily one of those cases in which all hnmnn 
resources are vuin, tor it was one of those desperate situation* 
from which a higher pwwer alone could extricate them. In 
vain toe fog thickened and the night grew darker ; the reso- 
lution not to abandon the wounded man opposed an insur- 
mountable obstacle to their escape, and before long the fires 
lighted by the ludians along each bank, threw ^ red light 
over the stream, and rendered this plan impracticaUe 
Except for these fires, the most complete calm reigned, for 
no enemy was visible, no human voice troubled the silence 
of the night. However, the fog grew more and more dense, 
the stream disappeared from view, and even the fires lookeil 
only like pale and indistinct lights under the shadowy out 
line of the tiees. 
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CHAPTER XLm. 

A FBAT OF HEBCUIaEAN STBSNGTH* 

Lkt us now glance at the spot occupied by the Blackbitd 
The fires lighted on the banks threw at first so strong a lighl 
that nothing coald escape the eyes of the Indians, and a sen« 
tinel placed near each fire was charged to observe carefully 
all that passed on the island. Seated and leaning against the 
tmnk of a tree, his broken shoulder bound up with strips of 
leather, the Blackbird only showed on his face an expression 
of satisfied ferocity ; as for the suffering he was undergoing, 
he would have thought it unworthy of him to betray the 
least indication of it. His ardent eye was fixed continually 
on the spot where were the three men, whom he pictured to 
himself as full of anguish. 

Bnt as the fog grew thicker, first the opposite bank and 
then the island itself, became totally invisible. • The Indian 
chief felt that it was necessary to redouble his surveillance. 
He ordered one man to cross the river, and another to walk 
along the bank, and exhorted every one to watchfulness. 

" Cro," said he, " and tell those of my warriors who are 
ordered to watch these Christians — ^whose skins and scalps 
shall serve as ornaments to our horses — that they must each 
fiave four ears, to replace the eyes that the fog has rendered 
;iselcs8. Tell them that their vigilance will merit their chief^s 
gratitude; but that if they allow sleep to deaden their 
senses, the hatchet of the Blackbird will send them to sleep 
tn the land of spirits.'' 
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Tlie two measengera set oiT, and soon returned to toll tbo 
chief that he might rest satisfied that attention woald be 
paid to his orders. Indeed, stimulated at once by their own 
hatred of the whites, and by the hope of a recompense- 
fearing if sleep surprised them, not so much the threatened 
punishment as tlie idea of awakuig in the hunting-gronnda 
of the land of spiiits, bearing on their foreheads the mark 
of shame which accompanies the sentinel who gives way to 
sleep — the sentinels had redoubled their vigilance. There 
are few sounds that can escape the marvellous ears of an 
Indian, but on this occasion the fog made it difficult to hear 
as well as to see, and the strictest attention was necessary. 
With closed eyes and open ears, and standing up to chase 
away the heaviness that the silence of nature caused them to 
feel, the Indian warriors stood motionless near their fires, 
throwing on from time to time some &gots to keep them 
aUaze. 

Some time passed thus, during which the only sound heard 
was that of a distant fall in the river. 

The Blackbird remained on the left bank, and the night 
air, as it inflamed his wounds only, excited his hatred the 
more. His face covered with hideous paint, and contracted 
* by the pain — of which he disdained to make complaint — and 
his brilliant eyes, made him resemble one of the sanguinary 
idols of barbarous times. Little by little, however, in spite 
of himself, his eyes were weighed down by sleep, and an 
invincible drowsiness took possession of his spirit. Before 
long his sleep became so profound, that he did not hear the 
dry branches crackle under a moccasin, as an Indian of hia 
tribe advanced towards him. 

Straight and motionless as a bamboo stem, an Indian rn 
Der covered with blood and panting for breath, waited 1 
some time until the chief, before whom he stood, should op 
his eyes and interrogate him. As the latter showed no ri| 
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of awaking, the runner resolved to announce hi-j prescncei 
and in a hollow, guttural voice, said — 

"When the Blackbird shall open his eyes, he will hear 

from my mouth words which will chase sleep far from him." 

The chief opened his eyes at the voice, and shook off his 

drowsiness with a violent effort. Ashamed at having been 

sarprised asleep, he muttered : 

**The Blackbird has lost much blood; he has lost so 
much that the next sun will not dry it on the ground, and 
his body is more feeble than his will.^ 

"Man is made thus," rejoined the messenger, senten* 
tiously. 

The Blackbird continued without noticing the reflection : 
*^ It is some very important message doubtless, since the 
Spotted Cat has chosen the fleetest of his runners to carry it ?" 
" The Spotted Cat will send no more messengers," replied 
the Indian. " The lance of a white man has pierced his 
breaat, and the chief now hunts with his fathers in the land 
of spirits." 

" What matter! he died a conqueror? he saw, before ho 
died, the white dogs dispersed over the plain ?" 

" He died conquered ; and the Apaches had to fly after 
losing their chief and fifty of tEeir renowned warriors." 

In spite of his wound, and of the empire that an Indian 
should exercise over himself, the Blackbird started up at 
these words. However, he restrained himself and replied 
gravely, though with trembling lips — 

** Who, then, sends you to me, messenger of ill ?" 
** The warriors, who want a chief to repair their defeat. 
The Blackbird was but the chief of a tribe, he is now the 
ohief of a whole people." i 

Satisfied pride shone in the eye of the Indian, at his aug- 
mented authority. 

•*If the rifles of the north had been joined to oars, the 
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whites of the south would have been conqnered." But M 
he recalled to mind the insulting manner in which the two 
hunters had rejected his proposal, his eyes darted forth 
flames of hatred, and pointing to his wound, he said, *^ Whal 
can a wounded chief do ? His limbs refuse to carry him, and 
he can scarcely sit on his horse." 

^* We can tie him on ; a chief is at once a head and aa 
arm — ^if the arm be powerless the head wUl act, and the sight 
of their chiefs blood will animate our warriors. The ooundl 
fire was lighted anew after the defeat, and the warriors wait 
for the Blackbird to make his voice heard ; lus battle-horse 
is ready — let us go !" 

"No," replied the Blackbird, "my warriors encompass, on 
each bank, the white hunters whom I wished to have for 
allies ; now they are enemies ; the ball of one of them has 
rendered useless for six moons, the arm that was so strong 
in combat ; and were I offered the command of ten nations, 
I would refuse it, to await here the boor when the blood 
that I thirst for shall flow before my eyes." 

The chief then recounted briefly the captivity of Gayfcros, 
his deliverance by the Canadian, the rejection of his pro- 
posals and the vow of vengeance he had made. 

The messenger listened gnc\'ely ; he felt all the importanct 
of making a new attack on the gold-seekers, at the moment, 
when, delighted at their victory, they believed themselvci 
safe, and he proposed to the Blackbird to leave some one 
behind in his place to watch the island ; but the Blackbird 
was immoveable. 

" Well I" said the runner, " before long Uie sun will begin 
to rise ; I shall wait until daylight to report to the Apadi 
that the Blackbird prefers his personal vengeance to tl 
honour of the entire nation. By deferring my departure, 
shall have retarded the moment when our warriors will hm\ 
to regret the loss of the bravest among them." 
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'^So be it,'* said the chief^ in a grave tone, althongh n uch 
pleased by this adroit flattery, ^^ but a messenger has need 
of repose after a battle followed by a long journey. Mean 
while, I would listen to the aceount of the combat in which 
the Spotted Cat lost his life." 

The messenger sat down near the^fire, with crossed legs, 
and with one elbow on his knee and his head leaning on his 
hand, after a few minutes' rest, gave a circumstantial account 
of the attack on the white camp — omitting no fact which 
might awaken the hatred of the Blackbird against the Mexi- ' 
can invaders. 

This over, he laid down and slept, or seemed to sleep. 
Bnt the tumultuous and contrary passions which struggled 
in the heart of the Blackbird — ambition on the one hand, 
and thirst for vengeance on the other— kept him awake 
without effort. In about an hour the runner half rose, and 
pushing back the cloak of skin which he had drawn over hia 
head he perceived the Blackbird still sitting in the same 
attitude. 

** The silence of the night has spoken to me," said he, 
"and I thought that a renowned chief like the Blackbird 
might, before the rising sun, have his enemies in his power 
and hear their death song." 

"My warriors cannot walk on the water as on the war 
path," replied he ; " the men of the north do not resemble 
those of the south, whose rifles are like reeds in their 
hands." 

" The blood that the Blackbird has lost deceives his intel- 
lects and dbscures his vision ; if he shall permit it, I shall act 
for him, and to-morrow his vengance will be complete." 

**Do as you like ; from whatever side vengeance comes, it 
will be agreeable to me." 

"Enough. I shall soon bring here the three hunters, and 
Urn whose scalp they could not save." 
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So saying the messenger rose and was soon hidden by tiht 
fog from the eyes of the Blackhird. 

On the island more generous emotions were felt. Fronc 
the eyes of its occupants sleep had also fled — ^for if there be a 
moment in life, when the hearts of the bravest may foil them, 
it is when danger is terrible and inevitable, and when not 
even the last consolation of selling life dearly is possible to 
them. Watched by enemies whom they coald not see, the 
hunters could not satisfy their rage by making dieir foes &I1 
beneath their bullets as they had done the evening before. 
Besides, both Bois-Rose and Pep6 knew too weU the implaca* 
ble obstinacy of the Indians to suppose that the Blackbird 
would permit his warriors to reply to their attacks ; a soldier's 
death would have seemed too easy to him. 

Oppressed by these sad thoughts, the three hunters spoke 
no more, but re&igned themselves to their fate, rather than 
abandon the unlucky stranger by attempting*^ to escape. 

Fabian was as determined to die as the others. The ha- 
bitual sadness of his spirit robbed death of its terrors, bat 
still the ardour of his mind would have caused him to prefer 
a quicker death, weapon in hand, to the slow and ignomioioaB 
one resoi-ved for them. He was the first to break silence. 
The profound tranquillity that reigned on the banKs was to 
the experienced eyes of the Canadian and Pep6 only a cer- 
tain indication of the invincible resolution of their enemies ; 
but to Fabian it appeared reassuring — a blesmng by which 
they ought to profl. 

^^AU sleeps now around us,'' said he, " not only the Indians 
on the banks, but all that has Hfe in the woods and in ti-*^ 
desert — the river itself seems to be running slower ! Sc 
the reflections of the fires die away I would it not be the tu 
to attempt a descent on the bank ?" 

** The Indians sleep I" interrupted Pep6, bitterly, ** yes, b 
the water which seems stagnant, but none the leas purr 
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il8 ooitne. YoQ cotild not take three steps in the river before 
the Indians would rush after you as you have often seen 
wolres rush after a stag. Have you nothing better to pro^ 
pose, Bois-Rose ?" - 

"No," replied he as his hand sought that of Fabian, while 
with the other he pointed to the sick man, tossing restlessly 
on his couch of pain. 

^But, in de&ult of all other chance," said Fabian, ^^we 
should at least have that of dying with honour, side by side 
as w'e would wish. If we are victorious, we can then return 
to the aid of this unfortunate man. If we &11, God himsell^ 
when we appear before him, cannot reproach us with the sac- 
rifice of his life, since we risked our own for the common 
good." » 

*^ No," replied Bois-Rose; ^^but let us still hope in that 
God, who reunited us by a miracle; *^what does not happen 
to-day, may to-morrow ; we have time before us before our 
provisions &il. To attempt to take the bank now, would be 
to march to certain death. To die would be nothing, and we 
always hold that last resource in our own hands ; but we 
might perhaps be made prisoners, and then I shudder to 
think of what would be our &te. Oh ! my beloved Fabian, 
these Indians in their determination to take us alive give 
me at least the happiness of being yet a few days beside 
you.»» 

Silence jigain resumed its reign ; but as Bois-Rose thought 
^ tho terrible denouement, he clutched convulsively at 
some of the trunks of the dead trees, and under his power- 
ful grasp the islet trembled as though about to be toiii from 
its base. 

**Ah! the wretches I the demons!" cried Pep6, with asudi 
den explosion of rage. ^^ Look yonder !" 

A red light was piercing gradually through the veil of 
vapour which hung over the river, and seemed to advance 
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and grow larger ; bat, strange to say, the fire floated o& th€ 
water, and, intense as was the fog, the mass of flames disd* 
pated it as the sun disperses the clouds. The three hunters 
had barely time to be astonished at this apparition, before 
they guessed its cause. A long course of lite in the desert 
and its dangers had imparted to the Canadian a firmness 
which Pepo had not attained; therefore, instead of giving 
way to surprise, he remained perfectly calm. He knew that 
this was the only way to surmount any difiiculty. 

" Yes," said he, " I understand what it is as well as if the, 
Indians had told me. You spoke once of foxes smoked out oi 
their holes ; now they want to bum us in ours." 

The globe of fire which floated on the river advanced with 
alarming rapidity, and confiimed the words of Bois-Rose. 
Already amidst the water, reddened by the flame, the twigs 
of the willows were becoming distinct. 

" It is a fire ship," cried Pep6, " with which they want to 
set fire to^ur island." 

"So much the better," cried Fabian; "better to fight 
against the fire than wait quietly for death." 

"Yes," said Bois-Rose; " but fire is a terrible adversary, 
and it fights for these demons." 

The besieged could oppose nothing to the advancing 
flames ; and they would soon devoar the little island, leading 
to its inmates no other chance of escape but by throwing 
themselves into the water — whwe the Indians could dther 
kill them by rifleshots, or take them alive, as they pleased. 

Such had been the idea of the Indian- messenger. By his 
order, the Apaches had cut down a tree with its leaves o** 
and a thick mass of wet grass interlaced in its branch 
fomied a sort of foundation, on which they placed tl 
branches of a pine tree; and after setting fire to this constm 
tion, they had sent it floating down the stream. As it s 
preached, the crackling of the wood could be heard ; and < 



▲ FEAT OF nSRCULKAN STR£N3TH. b83 

of tbe black smoke wbich mixed with the fog arose a brijjht^ 
dear f!ame. 

Not far from the bank they could distinguish the foi-m of 
on Indian. Pep6 could not resist a sudden temptation, 
•* Ton demon," cried he, " shall at least net live to exult ovei 
our death." 

So saying, he fired and the plume of the Indian was seen 
to go down. 

** Sad and tardy Tengeanoe,** remarked Bois-Rose ; and as i^ 
mdeed, the Apaches disdained the efforts of a vanqui%hed foe, 
the shore preserved its gloomy solitude, and not a single howl 
accompanied the last groans of the warrior. 

•* Never mind," cried Pep6, stamping his foot in his impo- 
tent ftiry ; "I shall die more calmly, the greater number of 
those demons I have sent before me." And he looked round 
for some other victim. 

Meanwhile Bois-Rose was calmly reconnoitring the burning 
mass, which, if it touched the island, would set fi.*e to the 
dried trees which composed it. 

"Well," cried Pepo, whose rage blinded his judgment, 
'^it is useless to look at the fire; have yon any method of 
making it de^to from its course ?" 

** Perhaps," replied the Canadian. Pep6 began to whistle 
with an affected indifference. 

" I see something that proves to me that the reasonings of 
the Indians are not always infallible ; and if it were not that 
we shall receive a shower of balls, to force us to stay hidden 
while the islet takes fire, I should care as little for that burn 
ing rail as for a fire-fiy in the air." 

In constructing the floating fire, the Indians had calculated 
its thickness, so that tbe wet grass might be dried by the 
are and become kindled about the time when it should touch 
the island. But the gi*Dss had been soaked in the water, and 
'this had retarded its combustion; besides the large branches 
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had not had time to inflame ; it was only the smaller bongfas 
and the leaves that were barnbg. This had not escaped the 
qiiiok eye of the Canadian, who, advancing with a long stick 
in hi< hand, resolved to posh it under water; bnt just as he 
wns about to risk this attempt, what he had predicted took 
^!ace. A shower of balls and arrows flew towards them; 
though these shots seemed rather intended to terrify than to 
kill them. 

^Thej are determined," said Bois-Boee, ^^gvIj to take us 
alive !*»• 

?lie Are almost touched the island, a few minutes and it 
would be alight, when with the rapidity of lightning, Bois- 
Rose glided into the water and disappeared. Shouts rose 
from each side of the river, when the Indians, as well as 
Fabian and Pep4, saw the floating mass tremble under his 
powerful grasp. The fire blazed up brightly for a moment, 
then the water hissed and the mass of flame was extinguished 
in foam, until darkness and fog once more spread their aom* 
bre covering over the river. The blackened tree, turned 
from its course, passed by the island, while, amidst the howls 
of the Indians Bois-Rose rejoined his friends. The whole 
Island shook under his efibrts to get back upon it. 

** Howl at your ease," cried he, " you have not ca^itored 
us yet ; but," he added, in a more serious tone, ^* shall we be 
always as lucky?" 

Indeed, although this danger was surmounted, how many 
remained to be conquered ! Wha could foresee what new 
stratagems the Indians might employ against them ? ^ These 
reflections damped their first feeling of triumph. All at once 
Pep6 started up, crying out as he did so : 

" Bois-Rose, Fabinn, we are saved I" • 

** Saved !" said Bois-Rose, " what do you mean ?** 

** Did you not remark how a few hours ago the whole & L 
trembled under our hands when we tore away some branf i 
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to fortify onrselvcs with, and how you yourself made it 
shake just now ? well, I thought once of makhig a raft, \wX 
DOW I believe we three can uproot the whole island and 
set it floating. The fog is thick, the night dark, and to-mor- 
row ^'^ 

**We shall be fer from here!" cried Bois-Rose. "To 
work ! to work ! we have no time to spare, for the rising 
wind indicates the approach of morning, and the river does 
not run more than three knots an hour." 

^ So much the better, the movement will be less visible." 

The brave Canadian grasped the hands of his comrades as 
he rose to his feet. 

** What are you going to do ?" said Fabian, " cannot we 
three uproot the island, as Pep6 said ?" 

^ Doubtless, Fabian, but we risk breaking it in pieces, and 
our safety depends upon keeping it together. It is, perhaps, 
some large branch or root which holds it in its place. Many 
years must have elapsed since these trees were first driven 
here, and the water has probably rendered this branch or 
r<)Ot very rotten — ^that is what I wish to find out." 

At that moment the doleful screech of an owl interrupted 
them, and those plaintive cries troubling the silence of night, 
JQSt as they were about to entertain some hope, soanded 
ominous in the ears of Pep6. 

" Ah !" said he, sadly, all his superstition reviving, " the 
voice of the owl at this moment seems to me to announce no 
good fortune»to us." 

"The imitation is perfect, I allow," said BoiA-Rose, "but 
you must not be thus deceived. It is an Indian sentinel who 
calls to his companions, either to warn them to be watchful^ 
or what is more like their diabolical spirit, to remind us lliat 
they are watching us. It is a kind of death song with which 
they wish to regale us." • 

As he spoke, the same sound was repeated from the oppo 
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mte bank with different modulations, confirming bis words, 
but it sounded none tho less terrible as it revealed all the 
perils and ambushes hidden by the darkness of the night. 

*^ I have a great mind to call to them to roar more like 
tigers that they are." 

"Do not ; it would only enable, them to know our exact 
position." 

So saying) the Canadian entered the water with extreme 
care, while his comrades followed his movements with anx- 
ious eyes. 

" Well," said Pep6, when Bois-Rose came to the sui&oe 
to take breath, " are we firmly fixed ?" 

" All is M^ell, I think," replied Bois-Rose, " I see at pre- 
sent but one thing that keeps the islet at anchor. Have pft- 
tience awhile." 

^' Take care not to get too far under," said Fabian, " or 
you may be caught in the roots and branches." 

" Have no fear, child ; a whale may sooner remain fixed 
to a fishing-boat which it can toss twenty feet into the air, 
than I under an islet that I could break to pieces with a 
blow." 

The river closed again over hb head, and a tolerably long 
space of time elapsed during which the presence of Bois- 
Rose wa3 indicated only by the eddies formed round the 
islet, which now tottered on its foundation. His comrades 
felt that the giant was making a powerful effort, and Fabian's 
heai-t sank as he thought that he might be struggling with 
death ; when a crash was heard under their feet, like that of 
a ship's timbers striking against a rock, and Bois-Rose 
reappeared above the surface, his hair streaming with wat 
With one bound he regained the island, which began 
move slowly down the river. An enormous root, so 
depth in tjie water, had given way to the vigorous strenjr 
of the colossus, and the islet was set firee. 
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. ^ God bo praised I" cried he, '^ the last obstacle is yan- 
qnished and we are afloat." As he spoke the island could 
be perceived advancing down stream, slowly it is true, but 
surely. 

*' Now," continued he, " our life rests in the hands of God, 
If the island floats down the middle of the stream we shall 
Boon, thanks to the fog, be out of sight or reach of the 
Indians. " Oh ! my God," added he, fervently, " a few hours 
more of darkness and your creatures will be saved." 



CHAPTER XLIV, 

TUB FLOATING ISLET. 

TiiE tliree men kept sUence as they followed with anxious 
eycB the movement of the floating island. Day would soon 
break, but the freshness of the night, which always increases 
an hour or two before sunrise, had condensed more and more 
the vapours which rose from the water. The fires on the 
bank appeared only like stars, which grow pale in the hea- 
vens at the approach of dawn. From this source, therefoiM3, 
they had little to iear ; but another danger menaced the 
three hunters. The island followed the stream, but turned 
round as it went, and they feared that in this continual rota- 
tion it might deviate from the centre of the river and strike 
on one of the banks on which the Indians were encamped. 

Like the sailor who. with a heart full of anguish, follows 
the movements of his ship, almost disabled by the storm, and 
contemplates with terror the breakers into which he is per- 
baps destined to be driven, thus the three hunters — a prey 
to the most cruel anxiety — regarded in silence the uncertain 

15 
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progress of their island. When sometimes the border of 
osiers and reeds which surrounded the island trembled in the 
breeze which proceeded from one of the banks, it seemed 
then to be driven towards the opposite side. Sometimes it 
went straight along with the current, but in any event, llse 
efforts of those who were on it could do nothing to direct 
it. Luckily the fog was so thick that the very trees which 
bordered the river were invisible. 

" Courage," muttered Pepe ; " as long as we cannot see 
the trees it is a sign that we are going on rightly. Ali ! if 
God but favour us, many a howl will resound along these 
banks, now so peaceful, when at daybreak the Indians find 
neither the island nor those it sheltered." 

** Yes," replied Bois-Rose, " it was a grand idea, Pepc : 
in the trouble of ray mind I should not have thoirglit of it, 
and yet it was such a simple thing." 

'* Simple ideas are always the last to present themselves," 
rejoined Pep6. " But do you know, Bois-Rose," added he, 
in a low voice, ." it proves that in the desert it is imprudent 
to venture ^dth one whom you love more than life, since fear 
for him takes away a man's senses, 1 tell you frankly, Bois- 
Rose, you have not been like youi-self." 

^^ It is true ; I scarcely recognize myself," replied the Cana- 
dian, simply ; " and yet " 

He did not finish, but fell into a profound rovcrie, during 
which, like a man whose body only is present, and his soul 
absent, he appeared, no longer to watch thj movements of 
the island. For the hunter who, durmg I^a crXy yeare has 
lived the free life of the desert, to renounce thii life seem [ 
like death ; but to renounce the society of Fabian^ and t. • 
consolation of having his eyes closed by bis .adopted jou, w 
still worse than death. Fabian and the doiovrt were the t^ 
dominant affections of his life, and to aliandon cithei aeeir 
impossible, 
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Ills rereiie, however, was soon interrupted by Pep6, who 
Kiad for some minutes been casting uneasy glances towards 
one of the banks. Through the fog he fancied he could per- 
ceive the £intastic forms which trees appear to take in a mist. 
They looked like indistinct phantoms, covered with long dra* 
penes, hanging over the river. 

" We are going wrong, Bois-Rose," said he ; " are not 
those the tops of the willows on the bank ?" 

"It is true,'' cried Bois-Rose, rousing himself; "and by 
the fires being still visible it is evident how little progress we 
have made in the last half hour." 

At that moment the island began to move more rapidly, 
and the trees became more distinct. The hunters looked 
anxiously at each other. One of the fires was more clearly 
seen, and they could even distinguish an Indian sentinel in 
his frightful battle-costume. The long mane of a bison 
covered his head, and above that waved a plume of fea- 
thers. Bois-Rose pointed him out to Pep6, but Inckily the 
fog was so thick that the Indian, rendered himself visible by 
the fire, near which ho stood, could not yet see the island. 
However, as if an instinct had warned him to be watchful, 
he raised his head and shook back the flowing hair which 
ornamented it. 

" Can he have any suspicion ?" said Bois-Rose. 

" Ah I if a rifle made no more noLse than an arrow, with 
what pleasure I should send that human buffalo to mount 
guard in another world,** replied Pep6. 

Just then they saw the Indian stick his lance in the groimd, 
and leaning forward, shade his eyes with his hands, so as to 
concentrate their power, A keen anxiety was in their hearts 
as they watched him. The ferocions warrior bending down 
like a wild beast ready to spring, his face half covered with 
tne straggling hair, was hideous and terrible to look upon j 
but the fugitives would only have laughed at the spectacle 
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bad they not had so much to dread. All at once, the Apaclic^ 
after remaining a few minutes in this attentive attitad^ 
walked towards the bank and disappeared from right — ^for 
nothing was visible except in the circle of light thrown bj 
the fire. It was a moment of intense anxiety for the fugi- 
tives, as the island continued to glide silently on. 

*^ Has he seen us ?'' murmured Pepe. 

** I fear so." 

A doleful cry now caused them to start. It was repeated 
from the opposite side ; it was the signal of the sentinels one 
to the other, but all became again edlent. BoisrRose uttered 
a murmur of relief as he saw the man return to his former 
place and attitude. It was a false alarm. 

*' Still the island continued to approach the bank. 

** At this rate," said Bois-Rose, " in ten minutes we shall 
&11 into the hands of the Indians. If we could but paddle a 
little with that great branch, we should soon be in the right 
direction again, but the noise, I fear, would betray us." 

" Nevertheless," replied Pep6, " it is what we must do, it 
is better to run the chance of betraying ourselves, than be 
drifted into the hands of our enemies. But first, let us see ii 
the current in which we now are, runs towards the bank. 
If it does, we must hesitate no longer, and although the 
branch of a tree is more noisy in the water tbsm an oar, we 
must do our best to paddle in silence." 

Pepe then gently broke off a piece of wood and placed it 
on the water, and leaning over the edge, he and Bois-Rose 
watched it anxiously. There was in that place ^ vinl«»nt: 
eddy, caused by some deep hole in the bed of t 
For a moment the wood turned round as though going 
sink, then it took a direction opposite to the bank, towai 
which they were driving. Both uttered a stifled exclamatn 
of joy, as their island also, after a moment^s stoppage, beg 
to float away from the shore, and the increasing tliickn 
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of the feg fUMiired them that they were taking the right 
coarse. 

Abont an hour passed thus, amidst poignant alternatives 
of fear and hope ; then the bivouac fires were lost in the dis- 
tance, and the fugitives perceived that they were nearly out 
of danger. Reassured by this belief, Bois-Rose placed him^ 
•elf at one end of the islet, and paddled vigorously, until the 
rail, ceasing to gyrate, advanced more swifUy down the cur- 
rent, like a horse long abandoned to his own caprices, who 
leek at last the hand and spur of an able rider. Keeping 
where the water was deepest, they now proceeded at a con- 
siderable rate of speed, and began to think themselves 
entirely out of danger. 

" Daylight will not be long in appearing," said Bois-Rose, 
^ and we must now land and endeavor to get on faster ; we 
shall go twice as fast on foot as on this island, which sails 
dower than a Dutch lugger." 

** Well I land where you like, B^is-Rose, and we will fol- 
low. Let us wade down the stream a bit, so as to hide our 
traces from the Indians ; and even if we have to carry the 
wounded man, we can manage two leagues an hour. Do 
you think, Don Fabian, that the Golden Valley is far off?" 

" You saw the sun go down behind the foggy mountains 
which shut in this valley," replied Fabian. " It lies at their 
foot — we cannot be many hours' march from it," 

Bois-Rose now gave to the island an oblique direction, and 
in about a quarter of an hour, it struck violently against the 
bank. While Pep6 and Fabian jumped ashore, the Cana- 
dian took the wounded man in his arms, and laid him gentle 
dl^n. This awoke him, and opening his eyes and throwing 
round him an astonished glance, he murmured, "Virgen 
8anta I shall I again hear those frightful howls which trou* 
bled my sleep ?" 

^o, my lad, the Indians are &r off now, and we are u» 
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Bafetj. Tliank God, who has permitted me to save all that 
are dear to me- -m j child Fabian and my old friend." 

They theu prepared to continue their course. 

" If you are uot able to walk," said Pej>6 to Gayferos, " we 
shall construct a kind of litter to carry you on. We have uo 
time to lose if we wish to escape these wretches, who, aa 
soon as daylight appears, will begin to ohase us as eagerly as 
ever they chased a white enemy." 

So great was the desire of Gayferos to escape, that he 
almost forgot the pain he was enduring, and declaring that 
ho would follow his liberators as quickly as they could go 
themselves, he begged them to set off at once. 

" We have some precautions to take first," said Bois-Roee ; 
'^ rest a few minutes while we break to pieces and commit 
to the current this rail, which has been so useful to na. 
It is important that the Indians should not trace us." 

All tlirce set to work, and already disjointed by the 
breaking of the root which held it, and by the shock it had 
received on touching the shore, the floating island opposed 
no great resistance to their efforts. The tmnks of the trees 
which composed it, were toi-n asunder and pushed into the 
current — which carried them quickly away — and there soon 
remained no vestige of what it had taken years to construct. 
When the last branch had disappeared from their eyes, Bois- 
Rose and Pep6 busied themselves in raising up the stalks of 
the plants, to efface the marks of their feet, and then aU pre- 
pared to start. They first entered the water and walked 
along the edge, so as to leave no footmarks, and to lead the 
Indians to suppose that they had remained on the island. 
It was too fatiguing for them to walk very quickly ; 
nboiit an hour, just as their wounded feet were about to awic- 
them tp make halt, they arrived at the fork of two rive* 
wliich formed a delta. In this delta lay the Golden Valloj 
Daylight was just beginning to appear in the horixon, and a 
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grey tuit npon the sky was taking the place of darkness. 
Luckily the arm of the river that they had to cross was not 
deep, the mass of the water flowing in the opposite direction. 
This was fortunate, for the wounded man could not swim 
Bois-Rosc liilcd him on his shoulders, and all three waded 
througli the water which- scarcely reached to their knees. 
The chain of mountains was only about a league off, and aftei 
a short rest, all resumed their way with renewed ardour. 

Soon the country changed its aspect. To the fine sand — 
for the triangle formed by the jimction of the two rivers was 
inundated during part of the year — succeeded deep ruts, 
and then dry bed of streams, hollowed out by the torrents 
in the rainy season. Instead of the narrow border of willows 
aud cotton-trees which shaded the deserted banks, green 
oaks rose up, and the landscape terminated in the line of 
the foggy mountains. All looked strange and imposing, and 
rarely had the foot of a white man pressed this desert clothed 
in its virgin wildness. Perhaps Marcos Arellanos and 
Cuchillo were the only white men who had ever wandered 
to this remote place. A vague sentiment of awe caused the 
banters involuntarily to lower their voicciJ before the super- 
natural charm of this austere landscape. Those hills, 
enveloped in mist — even when the plains shone with the 
blazing rays of the sun — seemed to hide some impenetrable 
mystery. It might be fancied that the invisible guardians 
of the treasures, the lords of the mountains according 
to Indian superstition, were hidden un^ier this veil of eternal 
vapour. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

THB TIKGXB OF ODD. 

Afteb a sliort journey, &tigiie and suffering overoame tlie 
Wounded man : and as it was imperative that he should not 
become acquainted with the situation of the Golden Valloy, 
or even be made aware of its existence, Bois-Rose and Pepi 
resolved, now that he was in safety, to leave him for some 
hours and employ the time in reconnoiti'ing the places de** 
cribcd to Fabian by his adopted mother. 

" Listen, my lad !" said Bois-Rose to Gayferos, " we have 
given you quite sufficient proofe of devotion, and now we 
must leave you for half or perhaps a whole day. We have 
some business in hand which requires three determined men ; 
if this evening or to-morrow morning we are still alive, you 
shall see us return : if not, you know it will not be our Ikalt. 
Here is water and dried meat, and twenty-four hours will 
soon pass." 

It was not without regret that Gayferos consented to this 
separation ; however, reassured by a new promise from the 
generous hunters, to whom he owed so much, he resigned 
himself to being left behind. 

" I have one last word to say to you," said Bois-Rose. 
" If chance bring here any of the companions from wl 
so unluckily separated, I exact from you, as the sole relurr 
for the service which we have rendered to you, that yoi 
will reveal to none of them our presence here. As for you 
own, you can account for it in any way you like.'^ 
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Gajferos made the required promise, and they then took 
leave of him. 

On the point of accomplishing one of his most aident 
desires^ that of enriching the child of his affection and adding 
immense treasures to his future fortune, Bois-Rose seemed to 
forget that it would raise an additional barrier between 
Fabian and himsel£ 

Pep6, anxious to repair as far as possible the involuntary 
injury that he had caused to the Mediana £imily, walked 
along with an elastic step. Fabian alone did not seem 
happy, and afler a quarter of an hour he stopped, saying that 
he needed rest. All three sat down on a little hillock, and 
Fep^ pobting to the mountains, cried, in a tone of gay 
reproach, "What! Don Fabian! does not the neighbour* 
hood of those places, so fertile in gold, give new vigour to 
your limbs ?»* 

•'No,'* replied Fabian, " for I shall not go a step further 
in that direction till sunrise.*' 

** Ah !»' said Bois-Rose, " and why not ?" 

*' Why ? Because this is a cursed place— a place where 
he — whom before you I loved as a father — was assassinated ; 
because a thousand dangers surround you, and I have already 
exposed you too much by making you espouse my cause." 

** What are these dangers that we three together cannot 
brave ? Can they be greater than what we have just pa&sed 
through ? And if it please Pep6 and I to incur theih for 
you, what then ?'♦ 

** These dangers are of all kinds," replied Fabian, " why 
d^ive oneself longer? Does not everything prove that 
Don Estcvan knows also of the existence of the Gbldeu 
Valley ?" 

" Well, and what do you conclude from that ?" 

•* That three men cannot prevail against sixty." 

•♦ Listen, ray diild," replied Bois-Ros^ 'vith some impatience^ 

16* 
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" it was before engaging in this enterprise that we sbouM 
have made tliese reflections ; now they are too late, and whj 
do you not think to-day as you did yesterday ?" 

" Because yesterday I was blinded by passdon ; because 
reflection has now taken its place ; because I do not hope to- 
day what I hoped yesterday." 

The contradictory passions which agitated his heart did not 
permit Fabian to explain more clearly to the Canadian the 
alternations of his wishes. 

** Fabian,'* said Bois-Rose, solemnly, "you have a holy but 
terrible duty to perform, and duty must be done; but who 
tells you that the expedition commanded by Don Estevan 
frill take the same path as ourselves ? And, if it does, so 
much the better ; the murderer of your mother will fidl into 
four hands." 

** The guide conducting them," replied Fabian, seeking to 
hide his real sentiments, "can only be that miserable 
Cuchillo. Now, if I am not wrong, the valley must bo 
known to him ; in any case, we should await the return of 
daylight before entangling ourselves in a country we know 
nothhig about, and in which these adventurers may prove 
enemies as formidable as the Indians. Do you not think so, 
Pep6 ?" 

"Neai'ly all night, the wind has brought to our ears," 
replied he, " the sound of firing, which proves that the troop 
has been engaged with the Indians ; it is not therefore pro- 
bable that any one can be in advance of us. I must say that 
my opinion is, that we should without loss of time gain 
some place in the mountains where we may engage in ^"^ 
inevitable struggle with our enemies ; some well chosen 8pc 
where we can defend oui-selves with a chance of success," 

" It is this unequal struggle that I wish to avoid," repliec 
Fabian, wannly. "As long as I could hope to overtake 
before they reached Tubac, those whom Providence seemf" 
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to point oat for my rengeance, and attack them while they 
were only five agamst three, I pursued them without reflec- 
tion ; as long as I could believe that this expedition had, like 
BO many others, entered the desert only in search of some 
unknown spot, I followed them. But what has happened? 
After four days in which we took a different path, do we not 
find them near these mountains? Their aim is therefore the 
same as ours. Three men cannot fight against sixty ; there- 
fore God forbid that. to further either my vengeance or my 
cupidity, I should sacrifice two generous friends whose lives 
are more precious to me than my own I" 

" Child," said Bois-Rose, " do you not see that every one 
is here for himself, and yet that our three interests are but 
one ? When for the second time, God sent you to my armsi 
were we not already pursuing the man who was ruining your 
hopeH, and had already assassinated your mother, and stolen 
your name ? For ten years Pep£ and I have been but one ; 
the Mends of one have been the friends of the other, and 
you are Pep6's son, because you are mine, Fabian my child ; 
pjid thanks be to God that in serving our o^vn cause we are 
jdso serving yours. Whatever happens, then we shall not 
take a step backwards.'' 

" Besides," said Pep^, " do you count for nothing, Don 
Fabian, heapft of gold, and a whole life of abundance for an 
imaginary peril ? for I repeat we must reach the valley first, 
and a day — an hour — ^in advance, may enrich us forever ; you 
see then that toe are egotists trying to sacrifice you to our 
personal interest." 

" Pep6 is right," said Bois-Rose, " we want gold." 
•*What will you do with it?" asked Fabian, sm-'ling. 
"What will I do with it ? the child asks what I will do 
with it I" cried Bois-Rose. 
" Yes, I wish to know." 
^ What will I do with it?" replied the honest Canadian 
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whom this question embarrassed much, " parbleu — ^I will <!• 
— msLuy things, I will give my rifle a golden barreV cried liOi 
triumphantly. 

Pep6 smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 

" You laugh,'* said Bois-Rose. "Do you think that when 
you finish off an Apache, a Sioux, or a Pawnee with a blow 
of your knife, it would not be grand to say to him, *Dog, 
the ball that broke your head came from a rifle of solid gold !' 
Few hunters can say ss much.** 

" I agree to that," said Fabian ; them added he, seriously, 
•* No, my friends ! Don Estevan escapes my vengeance, and 
the gold that I believed would be mine escapes me also, for 
it is surrounded by soldiers. What matters ? have I not 
still, if I should become ambitious, the name and fortunes of 
my fore&thers to reclaim P Are there not in Spain tribunals 
which dispense justice to all ? God will do the rest, but I 
will not madly expose two noble lives. I do not speak of 
mine ; young as I am, I have drunk the cup of bitterness to 
the dregs. You have done enough, and your generous subter- 
fuges cannot impose upon me.** 

So saying, Fabian held out his hands to the two hunters, 
who pressed them in an affectionate grasp. The Canadian 
looked silently for a minute at the noble face of him whom be 
was proud to call his son, and then said : 

*^ Fabian, my child, all my life has been passed on the aea 
or in deserts, but I have preserved sufficient remembrance of 
cities and their customs to know that justice is rather .sold 
than given. This gold we shall employ in making of yon 
what you were intended to be ; this gold, will smooth all t**** 
obstacles against which your rightful cause might bre; 
down. Pep6, can teU you, like me, that we shall gladly f 
pose our lives in the hope of restoring to you the propei 
of your ancestors, and the illustrious name that you are 
worthy to bear.** 
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•*TeB,»» said Pep^, " I have told you that the eai-ly part of 
my life was not sacli as I should wish. It was a little the 
fault of the Spanish Government, which never paid me for my 
services; still it is a weight upon my hesrt. Often, I think 
sadly of my past life, but God always pardons the repentant 
rinuer, and gives him opportunity of repentance. That 
day has arrived; my pardon is near, and it is but justice 
tbat I should assist in restoring to you what I helped to take 
away." 

** Let us go on then 1" said Bois-Kose, " God has hitherto 
Aown us our path and will continue to aid us.' If you stay 
Fabian, we shall go alone.'' 

So saying, the Canadian rose, and throwing bis rifle over 
his shoulder began his march. Fabian was forced to yield, 
and aU proceeded towards the mountains. 

Daylight had not yet quite appeared when a new actor 
advanced in his turn towards the same scenes. He came 
alone ; bis horse in its impetuous course made the sand fly 
under bis feet, and the rider, who was no other than Cuchillo, 
showed symptoms on his sinister countenance of some secret 
terror. His flight might not have been imobserved even in 
the tumult of action, or some of the Indians might have 
noticed his desertion, and hence his fears. But Cuchillo was 
not a man to undertake a bold stroke without calculating the 
chances. As the hunter wishing to take the lion's whelps, 
throws him some bait to distract his attention, so Cuchillo 
bad. delivered to the lords of the desert, his companions as a 
prey. He had calculated that the struggle would last a great 
part of the night, and that conquered or conquering, the 
adventxirers would not dare, during the following day, to 
leave their intrenchments. He would therefore have long 
hours before him in which to seize on some of the treasures 
ot the Golden Valley, with which he would afterwards 
return to the protection of his companioiis, and when they 
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ill reacLed the place he could still claim his share as soldier 
and as guide. Pretexts would not fail him for this second 
ahscnce, but he had forgotten to calculate on Don EstevanH 
suspicions concerning him. To conclude his bargain irith 
him he had been forced to give such a precise account of the 
situation of the valley that Don Estevan could scarcely miss 
the right road. After Cuchillo, followed by his horse, had 
glided out from the camp he had ridden straight towards the 
mountains, and cupidity, the most blinding of passions, had 
closed his eyes to the danger of his plan. 

Ills heait palpitating with alternate hopes and fears, he 
had advanced rapidly, and only stopped occasiondly to listen 
to the vague munnurs of the desert. Tlien recognisng the 
groundlessness of his apprehensions, he had continued his 
road with renewed ardour. 

Sometimes also the aspect of the places he had seen before, 
awakened gloomy souvenirs. On that hillock, he had rested 
with Marcos Arellanos ; that nopal had bruised them with 
refreshing fruit ; they had both contemplated with mysterioua 
terror the strange aspect of the Misty Mountains, and his 
horse in its i*apid course carried the murderer to the spot 
where his victim had fallen beneath Hs blows I Then to the 
fear of enemies succeeded that inspired by conscience, which 
while it often sleeps by day, awakes and resumes its empire 
during the night. The bushes — the thorny nopals — ^rose 
before him like accusing phantoms, opposing his advance with 
extended arms ; a cold perspiration stood on his brow, but 
cupidity, stronger than fear, spurred him on towards the val- 
ley and he began to laugh at his own apprehensions. 

" Phantoms," said he, ** are like alcaldes, who never . 
dress poor devils like me ; but let me only get one or t 
arrobas of gold, and I phall have so many masses said for 
soul of Arellanos, that he will be glad to have met his d< 
at such generous hands." 
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He laughed at this quahit conceit, and then rode on quickly. 
In a few minutes he stopped and listened again, but heard no 
Doiae save the loud breathing of hiis hoi-se. 

"I am alone," thought he; " those brutes whom I hare 
guided are fighting to give me leisure to despoil the sanda 
of some of that precious gold. Who is to prevent me pre- 
aently, when daylight appears, from picking up as much as I 
can carry without betraying my secret ? Tiaa time, it will 
QOt be as when along with Arellanos ; I shall not have to fly 
from the Indians : they are busy. Afterwards I can come 
back with such of my companions as escape the Apaches. 
How many will remain to partake with me? Oh! the 
thought of these treasures makes the blood boil in my veins. 
la it not gold that gives glory, pleasure, and every good of 
this world ? our priests say its power extends even beyond 
the tomb 1" 

While Cuchillo was advancing blindly to where his destiny 
led him, Don Estevan and Pedro Diaz were also on their 
way. Although the hills were but six leagues from the camp, 
yet, uncertain of the time of his absence, Don Estevpn had left 
orders to hb people to await his return. The two advanced 
aileatly, full of desire for the gold, but equally desirous of 
intercepting the traitor. Two hours' quick riding had pro- 
duced no result. Thanks to his advance, Cuchillo was in- 
visible ; and the darkne^ would have hidden his track even 
from the eye of an Indian. 

** There is no doubt," said Pedro Diaz, breaking silence, 
'* that the knave must have profited by the confusion to fly 
towards the valley, and seize on a part of the treasures which 
he has sold to us." 

« Th.at is not what I fear most," said Don Estevan. " If 
Cuchillo has not exaggerated the riches of the place, there 
will be plenty left for all of us. But now so near attiuning 
that for which I have crossed the desert — ^after having left a 
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position envied by all, to brave the dangers of aii expeditioD 
like this — a vague fear of failing agitates me. The desert is like 
the sea, abounding in pirates, and the soul of Cuchillo is fuL 
of treason : it seems to me that the villain will be &tal to as.' 

Suddenly Diaz dismounted, and picked up off the sand a 
dark object; it was a kind of valise, which Dias at ones 
recognized as belonging to Cuchillo. 

** This shows you, Senor,*' said he, " that we are in th« 
right path, and that the coming day will bring ns into the 
presence of the traitor." 

*^ It shall then be his last treason," said Don Estevan ; and 
they now rode silently on with the certainty that Cuchillo 
was before them. 

Strange chain of coincidences I When the sun appeared 
In the horizon, the different actors in thb drama, apparently 
drawn together by accident, but in truth impelled onwards 
by the hand of God, had met in the most inaoceadble port of 
the great American desert. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

THK GOLDBK VALLBY. 

The darkness was no longer that of midnight — ^the out- 
lines of the different objects began to be visible, and the 
peaks of the hills looked like domes or &ntastic turrets in *^i 
half light. Detached from the mass of the mountains, a i : 
in the form of a truncated cone towered up like an ontwc . 
A cascade fell noisily from an adjacent hill into a deep ^ 
below, and in front of the rock a row of willows and oott • 
trees indicated the neighbeurhood ef a stream. Then i 
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famnense plain of the delta formed by the two arms of the 
Rio Gila (which from east to west cuts for itself a double pas> 
sage through the diain of the Misty Mountains) displayed 
itself in all its sombre majesty. Such were the striking points 
of the landscape which opened before the travellers. 

Soon the blue light of morning replaced the darkness, and 
the summits of the hills one by one became visible. On the 
top of the rock two pines could now be seen, their bending 
stems and 'dark foliage extending over the abyss. At their 
foot the skeleton of a horse, held up by hidden fastenings, 
showed upon his whitened bones the savage ornaments with 
which he had been embellished, and fragments of the saddle 
still rested upon his back. The increasing light soon shone 
on more sinister emblems : on posts raised in different places, 
and human scalps floating on them. These hideous trophies 
indicated the burial«place of an Indian warrior. In fact a 
renowned chief reposed there ; and his spirit overlooked, like 
the genius of plunder, those plains where his war-cry had so 
often resounded, and which he had ridden over on that 
battle-horse whose bones were whitening by his tomb. Birds 
of prey flew over his grave, uttering their shrill cries, as if 
they would awaken him who slept there for ever, and whose 
cold band would no longer prepare for them their bloody 
feasts. 

A few minutes later the horizon became tinted with pale 
rose-coloured clouds, and soon after, like the first spark of a 
fire, a ray of sun-light struck like a golden arrrow on the 
tUck fog, and floods of light inundated the depths of the 
vaUey. Day ha4 come in all its glory, but wreaths of vapour 
still hung capriciously on the leaves of the trees or clung 
around the trunks. Soon were displayed wild precipices, 
with falls of water foaming down their sides; then deep 
defiles, at the entrance of which flmtastio offerings of Indian 
superstition were suspended. 
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Above the tomb of the Inrlian chief rose the spray of tl« 
ciflcacle, in which was reflected the colours of the rainbow-; 
and la'^tl y, a valley was visible, closed on one side by peaked 
rocks, from which hung long draperies of rerdiire, and on 
the other by a lake, whose waters were half-hidden by the 
aquatic plants on its surface : this was the Golden Valley. 

At the first glance the whole scene only offered the sombre 
features of a wild nature ; but the scrutinizing eye would 
soon have divined the treasures concealed there; Nothing 
betrayed the presence of living things in that deserted placet 
Vi,'hen the three hunters made their appearance on the spot 

** If the devil has an abode anywhere on the earth,'* swd 
Pepi5, pointing to the mountains, " it must surely be among 
those wild defiles I 

'* But if it be true," continued he, " that it is gold which 
is the cause of most crimes, it is more probable that the old 
fellow has chosen the Golden Valley for his abode, which con- 
tains, according to you, Don Fabian, enough to ruin an 
entire generation." 

" You are right," said Fabian, who looked pale and grave, 
" it was here perhaps that the unlucky Marcos Arellanos was 
assassinated. Ah 1 if this place could speak, I should know 
the name of him whom I have sworn to pursue : but the 
wind and the rain have effaced the traces of the victim as 
well as those of the murderer." 

" Patience, my child !" replied Bois-Rose ; " I have never in 
the course of a long life known crime to go unpunished. 
Often we recover the traces that were believed to have been 
long effaced, and even solitude sometimes raises its voice 
against the guilty. If the assassin be not dead, cupidity iU 
doubtless bring him again to this place, and before long; >r 
no doubt he is one of those in the Mexican camp. N' r, 
Fabian, shall we wait for the enemy here, or shall wo fill i? 
pocJ^ets with gold, and return f" 
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"Xknow not what to decide," replied Fabian; "I came 
here almost against my \rill. I obey your wishes, or else a 
will stronger than either yours or mine. I feel that an 
invisible hand impels me on — as it did on that evening when, 
Bcarcely knowing what I did, I came and sat down by your 
fire. Why should I, who do not know what to do with this 
gold, risk my life to obtain it ? I know not. I know only 
thAt here I am, with a sad heart and a soul filled with cruel 
uncertainty.'* 

** Man is but the plaything of Providence, it is true," said 
Boi»-Rose ; " but as for the sadness you feel, the aspect of 
these places sufficiently accounts for it ; and as for *" 

A hoarse cry, that scarcely appeared human, interrupted 
the Canadian. It seemed to come from the Indian tomb, as 
if it were an accusing voice .against the invaders of this abode 
of the dead. The three huntei-s glanced simultaneously 
towards the tomb, but no living creature was visible there. 
The eye of one of the birds of prey, that were sailing above 
the rock, could alone have told where the cry came from. 
The imposing solemnity of the place, the bloody souvenirs 
evoked by it in Fabian's mind, and the superstitious ones in 
that of Pepe, joined to the strange an«1 mysterious sound, 
inspired in both a feeling akin to terror. There was some- 
thing so inexplicable in the sound, that for a moment they 
doubted having heard it. 

** Is it really the voice of a man ?" said Bois-Rose, " or 
only one of those singular echoes which resound in these 
. mountains ?" 

"If it were a human voice," asked Fabian, " where did it 
oome from ? it seemed to be above us, and yet I see no one 
on the top of the hill 1" 

** God send," said Pep6, crossing himself " that in those 
mountains which abound in inexplicable noises, and where 
lightning shines under a calm sky, we have only men ta 
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ficrht against ! But if the fog contained a legion of dcTflB- 
tf the valley really contains, as you say, several years' income 
of the king of Spain, please, Seiior Don Fabian, to recafl 
your recollections, and tell us if we are still far off it." 

Faliian threw a glance around him ; tlie landscape wa« 
[, jst what had been so minutely described to him. 

'' Wo must be close to the spot," said ho, " for it should 
be at the foot of the tomb of the Indian chief— and these 
ornaments indicate that the rock is the tomb. We have no 
lime to lose. You and BoLs-Rose walk round the rock, 
while I go an*^ examine those cotton-trees and willoiva." 

" I am suspicious of everything in this mysteriooB place,** 
said Bois-Rose ; " that cry indicates the presence of a human 
being ; and whether white or red, he is to be feared. Before 
"we separate, let me examine the sign,"*^ 

All three bent on the ground eyes accustomed to read 
there as in an open book. The prints of a man's feet were 
visible on the sand, and one of them had trodden down the 
plants, whose stems were still gently rising up again one 
after the other. 

•*.What did I tell you ?" cried Bois-Rose. " Here are the 
tracks of a white man^s feet, and I swear it is not ten minntes 
since he was here. These footmarks lead towards yonder 
cotton-trees." 

^^ In any case he is alone," suggested Fabian. 

All three were advancing towards the trees, when Bois- 
Rose halted. 

"Let me go first," said he; "this hedge may hide the 
enemy. But no, the man who has left these footprints has 
only pulled open the vines and glanced through — ^he has i 
gone further in that direction." 

80 saying, Bois-Rose, in his turn, pulled aside the branc 1 
and tiio climbing net-work which, was interwoven 1 1 
them, at:d after a short examination, which had no partic \ 
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result, he retired and left the hranches to reclose of them 
iclves. He then tried to follow the ti*acks, hut further on 
the ground hecame stony, and all traces disappeared. 

*^ Let us go roand this conical rock," suggested Bois-Rose, 
•* Come, Pepe ; Fahian will wait here for us." 

The two hunters strode off, and Fahian remained alone 
and pensive. This Golden Valley, of whose possession he 
had dreamt at that time when his heart nourished sweet 
hopes, was now near to him« What had hceu a dream was 
now a reality, and still he was more unhappy than at the 
time when hopeful love caused him to scoff at povei*ty. It 
is thus that happiness flies just as we are ahout to seize it. 
Sometimes in the silence of the forest, the traveller lends a 
greedy ear to the notes of the mockirig-hird, and advances 
with precaution towards the place where, hidden under the 
foliage, the hird of the solitudes utters its sweet song. Vain 
hope t he advances, and the singer flies, his voice still as dis- 
tant and himself as invisihle as ever ! Thus man often hears 
In the distance voices which sing to him of happiness ; 
seduced by their -charm he rushes toward them ; hut they 
fly at his approach ; and his whole life is passed in pursuing, 
without ever reaching, the happiness promised by these 
delusive sounds. 

For Fahian, happiness lay no longer in the Golden Valley. 
It existed nowhere. No voice now sang for him ; he had 
no aim to pursue ; no flying but charming image which he 
hoped to overtake. He was in one of those moods that God 
in his mercy makes rare in our lives — during which all is 
dark, as when at scathe light that guides the sailor becomes 
suddenly obscured. 

He advanced mechanically towards the thick row of trees 
that formed an almost impenetrable hedge before him, but 
icarccly had he made a passage for himself when he stopped, 
motionless with surprise. The sunlight shone on the stones 



858 THE WOOD-BAK6EBS. 

tliick M those on a beach, and discovered innamerable glanc- 
ing objects. Any other than a gold-seeker might have been 
deceived by these stones, which looked like vitrifications at 
the foot of a volcano; but the practised eye of Fabian 
instantly recognized the virgin gold under its clayey en- 
velope, as it is brought down by the torrents from the gold 
j)roducing mountains. Before his eyes lay the richest trea- 
sure that was ever displayed to the view of man. 

If the breeze could have brought to the ears of the yoong 
Count of Mediana the accents of Rosarita^s voice, when she 
recalled him back to the hacienda, he would gladly have 
quitted all these treasures to run towards her. But the 
breeze was mute, and there is in gold so irresistible an 
attraction that Fabian, in spite of his sadness, was for the 
moment fascinated. 

However, the soul of Fabian was not one to be intoxicated 
by success ; and after a few minutes of this enthudasm, he 
called his two companions. They came at his call. 

" Have you found him ?" said Pep6. 

" The treasure, but not the man. See 1" added he, push 
ing aside the trees. 

" What I those shining stones !'• 

" Are pure gold — treasures which God has hidden during 
centuries." 

" My God I" exclaimed Pep6. 

And with ardent eyes fixed upon the mass of riches 
before him, the ex-carabinier fell upon his knees. Passions 
long kept under, seemed to rush back into his heart ; a com- 
plete transformation took place in him, and the sini er 
expression of his face, recalled to mind the hour of cri e, 
when twenty years before he had bargained for the price f 
blood. 

"Now," said Fabian, looking sadly at the gold, a o 
thought that all these riches were not worth to him a i l« 
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or look from her who had disdained him, "1 understand bow 
these two rivers, in their annaal rise, and by their torrents. 
that descend from the Misty Mountains, covering this nar. 
row valley, bring down gold with them ; the position of this 
valley is perhaps unique in all the world." 

But the Spaniard heard him not. Riches which the rough 
lesson he had recaived, and the life of independence and 
savage happiness he had enjoyed, had taught him during the 
last ten years to disdain — suddenly resumed their terrible 
influence over his souL 

" You could not have imagined, could you, Pop^,'* con- 
tinned Fabian, '* that so much gold could be collected in one 
place? I, who have- been so long a gold-seeker, could- not 
Lave imagined it, even after all I had hoard.'' 

Pep6 did not reply ; his eye wandered eagerly over the 
blocks of gold, and cast a strange glance on Fabian and en 
Bois-Rose. The latter, standing in his favourite attitude, 
his arm resting on his rifle, amidst all these treasures, looked 
only at what was dearest to him — the young man restored to 
him by heaven, Pep^ had before him, on one side, his old 
sompanion in danger — in a hundred different battles they 
nad uttered their war-cry together, like those brothers in 
arms in ancient chivalrio times, who fought always under the 
same banner — ^who shared cold, hunger, and thirst together. 

On the other side, the young man, partly orphaned by hie 
crime~-a crime which had occasioned him remorse through 
BO many years — the love and sole thought of his only friend 
in the world; and the demon of cupidity at his heart ciTaced 
all these jjouvenirs, and he already began to think — 

A shudder passed through liis frame as strange thoughts 
crossed his mind. A struggle took place within him, a 
struggle of the feelings of youth with the more noble ones- 
developed by the life of nature, where man seems brought 
near to God ; but this struggle was short : the old o-.;tl:uf 
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disappeared, and there remained only the man purified by 
repentance and Bolitnde. Still kneeling on the ground, 
Pep6 had closed his eyes, and a furtive tear, unperceived bj 
his companions, stole from his eyes, and rolled down his 
bronzed cheeks. 

"Seflor Don Fabian de Mediana!^' cried he, stardng uji, 
*' you are now a rich and powerful lord, for ail this gold 
belongs to you alone." 

So saying, he advanced and bowed respectfully to Fabian, 
who appeared somewhat surprised by the manner o£ his 
salutation. 

" God forbid," cried Fabian, " that you, who have shared 
the peril, should not share the treasure. What do you say, 
Bois-Rose? do you not rejoice to become in your old age 
rich and powerful ?" 

But Bois-Rose, unmoved before sXl the riches, contented 
himself with shaking his head, while a smile of tenderness for 
Fabian testified to the only interest that he took in that mar* 
yellous spectacle ! 

*' I think like Pep6," said he, after a pause, '* what could 
I do with this gold that the world covets? If it has for us 
an inestimable value, it is because it is to belong to you ; the 
possession of the least of these stones would take away ia 
our eyes from the value of the service we have rendered you. 
But the time for action has arrived ; for certainly we are not 
alone in these solitudes." 

Pep£ now began to pull aside the branches, but scarcely 
had he entered the valley when the sound of a gun was dis- 
tinctly heard. In a moment his voice reassured his anxi i 
comrades." 

"It is the devil," cried he, "forbiding us to encroach i 
his domains ; but at all events it is a devil whose aim is ; 
infidlible." 

Before entering the valley Bois-Rose and Fabian rff I 
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their eyes to the top of the hill, whence the shot as well as 
the voice had proceeded. But the remains of the fog at that 
moment covered the top of the rock, and all three rushed 
^mnltaneously towards the isolated mass where they believed 
their enemy to be hidden. The sides, although steep, were 
covered with brushwood, which rendered them easier to 
climb ; but it was a dangerous attempt, for the fog pre- 
vented them fi'om seeing what enemies were above. Fabian 
wished to go first, but the vigorous arm of the Canadian held 
him back, and meanwhile Pep6 was hall-way towards the 
summit. Bois-Rose followed, begging Fabian to keep 
behind him. 

Pepe mounted boldly, undismayed by the foes that might 
be concealed behind that mass of vapour, and soon disap- 
peared under the mist. A cry of triumph soon wai-ned his 
friends that he had arrived in safety. Both hastened to join 
him, but found no one on the rock except Pepe himself I Just 
as, disappointed at their want of success, they were preparing 
to descend again, a sudden gust of wind drove off the fog, 
aud allowed them to see to a distance. To the right and left 
the plain presented the most complete picture of the desert 
in its dreary sadness. They beheld arid steppes oyer which 
whirled clouds of sand, a burnt and sterile ground, every- 
where silence, everywhere solitude. At some distance off 
two men on horseback were seen advancing towards the 
rock, but at the distance at which they were, it was impossi- 
ble to distinguish either their dress or the colour of their 
akin. 

"Must we sustain a new siege here?" said Bois-Roso 
" Are thdse white men or Indians ?" 

" White or red, they are enemies," said Pep6, 

While the three friends bent down, so as not to be ob 
served, a man, until then invisible, cautiously entered the 
lake. lie lifted with care the floating leaves of the water 

Id 
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liliee, and forming of them a shelter over his head, remuned 
motionless, and the sur£ice of the lake soon after api>eared 
as if undisturbed. This man was Cuchillo, the jackal, who, 
led by his evil destiny, had ventured to hunt on the ground 
of the lion. 



CHAPTER XLVIL 

THB PUNISRHXNT OF TAlTrJXUS. 

OcrcHiLLO, after reaching the mountains, had halted. He 
had not forgotten the appearance of the place, and his heart 
trembled with fear and joy. After a few minutes he looked 
around him more calmly. It was then dark, and when he 
arrived at the rock, the damp vapours from the lake enveloped 
with a thick veil both the valley and the tomb. The aonnd 
of the waterfall put an end to his uncertainties ; he remem- 
bered that it fell into a gulf close by the golden placer. 

He had dismounted his horse, and sat down to wait for 
daylight; but scarcely had he done so when he bounded tip 
as though bitten by a serpent. A fatal chance had led him 
to sit down on the very spot where he had struck Marcos 
Arellanos, and quick as lightning, every detail of the mortil 
struggle passed through his mind. However this feeling of 
terror was of short duration. 

In that part of America, superstition has not established 
its empire as in the old countries of Europe, where the i ^n* 
ing mists give to objecjl^ fantastic aspects, and %em\ i u- 
rally to reflections upon the supernatural. From this a ei 
the sombre poesy of the north, which has peopled our ] iv) 
with ghosts add phantoms. In the American solitudes ; !<v 
pie &ar tl^e living more than the dead, and Ouohillo had )0 
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fitncli to &ar from men to waste many thoughts tip<m the 
ghost of Arellanos, and he had soon quite banisbed the 
thought from his mind. 

Although he felt nearly certain that no one had seen him 
leave the camp, or had ibliowed him, be resolved to climb 
the rook and look out over the desert. The two pines, whose 
sombre verdure crowned the summit, appeared marvellously 
fit to shelter him from the eyes of the Indians should any be 
near. As he adva&oed, however, he could not resist taking 
a glance at the valley ; for a sudden fear took poesession of 
his mind : was itJtiU antouched as he had lefl it? 

One glance reassured him. Nothing was changed in the 
valley ; there were still the heaps of the shining metal. 

The traveller, devoured with thirst in tbe sandy deseirt, 
« V>^Ukot more gladly catch sight of the oasis at whose waters 
l^f Kfiires to diink than did Cuchillothe sight of the gold 
g^yning through the leaves of the trees. 

M\'^Y other man would have hastened to seize as much of it 
^P^ could carry, and make off with his booty. But with 
'lt,chillo, cupidity was a passion carried io its utmost limits ; 
and before seizing it, the outlaw wished to feast his eyes on 
the treasure of which he had dreamed for two years, and for 
nrhich he would not hesitate to sacrifice the lives of all h\9 
companions. After some moments of ecstatic contemplation, 
Caohillo led his horse forward by the bridle, and having tied 
him to a tree, in a defile where the animal would be hidden 
from all eyes, he himself mounted the rook. 

Arrived there, he looked around to assure himself that he 
was alone. He was soon satisfied, for at that moment neither 
of the other two parties were visible. Assured by the silence 
that reigned around, he looked towards the cascade. The 
water, which seemed as it fell to form a curve of running 
Btlver, opened at one place, and displayed a block of gold, 
sparkling in the rays of the sun. The most enormous cocoa 
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nut that e^er bnng on a tree did not sarpass this block m 
size. Continually washed by the spray of the cascade, thij 
gold appeared in all its brilliance, as if ready to esc;ipe fk-om 
the silica which held it, and thus perhaps for centuries this 
king's ransom had hung menacingly over the abyss I 

At the sight of this block, which looked as though it iuigh4 
be seized by stretching out his hands, a thrill of joy passed 
through Cuchillo's heart; and hanging over the precipioe 
with extended arms, he gave utterance to the cry which had 
been heard by the three hunters below. 

Soon, however, a spectacle, that Cuchillo was £&r from 
expecting to witness, drew from him another cry, but this 
time of rage. He had seen a man, possessor like himself of 
the secret of the valley, treading with profane foot on the 
treasure that he had believed wholly his. Bois-Rose and 
Fabian were hidden behind the trees; and thinking that 
Fcp£ was alone, Cuchillo had fired at him, without taking^ 
time for a proper aim, and thus Pep6 had escaped the ball 
that whistled past him. 

It would be impossible to paint his rage and stupefaction, 
when hidden behind* the pine trees, he saw two men join 
Pep6, especially when in one of them he recognized the terri- 
ble hunter whom he had seen engaged wnth the tigers at 
Poza, and in the other, Fabian, who had already twice escaped 
his vengeance. A mortal fear chilled his heart ; he almost 
fell to the ground. Must he again fly from that Golden 
Valley, from which &te seemed always to drive him ? 

Lucky for Cuchillo, the fog had hidden him from his ene- 
mies, and by the time they had reached the top he I 
descended on the opposite side — ^afbor having just cangh 
glance of Don Estevan and his companion in the distac 
Here was a fresh subject of fear and surprise for Cuclii 
who, gliding like a serpent along the rocks, hid himself 
we have seen, amid the leaves of the water lilies, to await < 
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denonement of this strange adventare. Hidden from all 
eyes, he held himself in readiness to profit by the approacii- 
ing conflict between Don Estevan and Fabian, and a shudder 
of diabolical joy mingled with that caused by the gold ; he 
was like the rapacious bird which awaits the issue of the 
battle to seize upon its prey. If the three hunters were 
victorious he had little he thought to fear from Fabian, who 
was still in his eyes Tiburcio Arellanos. The lower class of 
Mexicans think little of a blow with the dagger, and he 
hoped that the one he had given might be pardoned, if he 
were to throw the blame upon Don Estevan. If this last 
remained master of the field, he trusted to find some plausible 
excuse for his deseition. He decided therefore upon letting 
them begin the struggle, and then, at the decisive moment, 
should come to the assistance of the strongest. 

While Cuchillo was endeavouring to console himself by 
these reasonings, Bois-Rose was able to distinguish the com« 
plexion of the new comers. 

"They are from the Mexican camp,** said he, 
" I foresaw,'* said Fabian, " that we should have the whole 
troop on our hands, and be caught like wild horses in a 
stockade." 

** Hush I»* said Bois-Rose, " and trust to me to protect you. 
Nothing yet shows that there are any others behind, and in 
any case we could not be better placed than on this rock ; 
from here we might defy a whole tribe of savages. Besides, 
we do not yet know that they will stop here. Both of you 
sroach down. I shall watch them." 

So saying, he lay flat down, hiding his head behind the 
stones which surrounded the top like turrets, but without 
josing sight of the horsemen. They began now to hear the 
sound of the horses' feet on the plain. The old hunter saw 
them stop and converse, but could not hear what they wci'€ 
saybg. 
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'« Why this Italt, Diaz?» said Don Estevan^ impttti^itlj, 
'^ we have lost time enough ah*eady." 

"Prudence exacts that we should look about us before 
proceeding. The knave may be hidden about here, as we 
hnve tracked him up to the rock ; he may not be alone, and 
we have everything to fear from him.'* 

Don Estevan made a gesture of disdain. 

"Ah P' said Bois-Rose, in a low voice, "I recognize Da« 
Estevan, or rather Don Antonio de Mediana, who is at but 
in our power." 

. "Don Antonio de Mediana! Is it possible? Are jom 
sure f' cried Fabian. 

** It is he, I tell yon." 

"Ah! now I see that it was the hand of Ood whieh 
brought me here. Shade of my mother, rejoice 1" cried 
Fabian. 

Pep6 kept silence, but at the name of Don Antonio, hatred 
shone also in his glance. lie nused his head, and his eye 
seemed to measure the distance between him and the object 
of hb vengeance, but even the long rifle of Bois-Rose could 
scarcely reach them at such a range. 

"Do not rise up, Pep6I" cautioned the Canadian; *'yoo 
will be seen." 

" Do you observe any others behind ?" inquired Fahiaa. 

" No one ; from the point where the river dhides to this 
place I see no living being ; If," added he, after an instant's 
pause, " that black mass that I see floating on the river be 
only the trunk of a tree — but at any rate it is floating away 
from us." 

"Never mind that," said Fabian, "describe to in« 
man who accompanies Don Antonio ; perhaps I shall re^ 
nize him." 

" He is tall and straight as a cane ; and what a beauf 
horse he rides I" 
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^ A bay horse ? and kas he gold lace on his hat, and a fine 
fi^e?" 

"Precisely.'* 

" It is Pedro Diaz. Now it would be a cowardice not to 
■how oorseiveSy when heaven sends us Don Antonio almotit 
alone." 

"Patience," said Pep6; "I am as interested as you are 
m not letting him escape, but haste may ruin alL When 
one has waited for twenty years, one may easily wait a 
few minutes longer. Are you sure they are alone, Bois- 
Sose?" 

^^ The sand whirls down there, but it is only the wind that 
is Stirling it. They are alone, and now they stop and look 
about them." 

So saying, Bois-Rose rose slowly, like the eagle who 
agitates before completely unfolding his wings — ^those power- 
ful wings the rapid flight of which will soon bring him down to 
the plaiD. 

^^ Senor Don Estevan," said Pedro Diaz, " I think, we should 
return to the camp." 

Don Antonio hesitated a moment. The counsel was good, 
bat it was too late to follow it. 

From the top of the rock the three hunters watched their 
every movement. 

^^ It is time," said Bois-Rose. 

" I must take Don Antonio alive," s^d Fabian. "Arrange 
that, and I care for nothing else." 

Bois-Rose now rose to his full height, and uttered a cry 
which strack on the ears of the new comers. They uttered 
an exclamation of sui-prise, which surprise was still further 
increased at sight of the gigantic Canadian upon the rock. 

" Who are you, and what do you want ?" cried a voice, 
which Fabian recognised as that of Don Antonio. 

"I shall tell you," replied the himtcr; "it will recall tc 
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yon a truth — ^never contested either in my conntrj or in tlie 
desert — ^that the ground belongs to the first occupants ; we 
were here before you, and are the sole masters of this phice. 
We therefore wish one of you to retire with a good grace, 
and the other to surrender himself,. that we may teach Iiim a 
second law of the desert, * blood for blood.' *' 

" It is some anchorite whose brain is tmned by solitude," 
said Pedro Diaz ; ** I shall terminate the conference with a 
bullet from ray lifle.'* 

" No !" cried Don Estevan, stopping him, " let us see ^rst 
how far this folly will go. And which of us is it, fincnd,** 
continued he, with an ironical air, " to whom you wish to 
teach this law ?" 

" To you," cried Fabian, rising. 

" What I you here !♦' cried Don Estevan with mingled rage 
and surprise. 

Fabian bowed. 

"And here am I, who have been following you for the 
last fortnight," said Pep6, "and who thank God for the 
opportunity of paying off a debt of twenty year's stand* 
ing." 

" Who are you ?" asked Don Estevan, trying to remember 
who it was, for years and difference of costume had altered 
thd aspect of the old coast-guardsman. 

** Pep6 the Sleeper, who has not forgotten his read^ice at, 
Ceuta." 

At this name, which explained Fabian's words at the 
bridge of Salto de Agua, Don Estevan lost bis air of 
contempt. A sudden presentiment seemed to warn hi*** 
that his fortunes were waning, and he cast around him a 
anxious glance. The high rocks, which on one dde shut i 
the valley, might protect him from the fire of his enemies 
a short space only separated him from their foot, and pi 
dcnce counselled him to fly there, but his pride forbade hi 
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" Well then I" cried be proudly after a pause, " revenge 
jrourself on an enemy who disdains to fly." 

" Have we not said that we wish to take you alive ?" re 
plied Pep6, coldly. 



CHAPTER XLVm. 

THB KIira-MAKER A CAPTIVB. 

Ik the whole course of his adventurous life, Don Estevan 
had never been in such danger. The plain offered him no 
protection against the rifles of his enemies — ^two at least of 
whom had an infallible eye and steady aim — and who had 
alao the advantage of an impregnable position, and turrets of 
rock behind which to intrench themselves. Don Estevan did 
not conceal from himself the extent of his danger; but 
neither did his courage give way. 

" Let us have done with this trifling," cried the sonorous 
voice of Bois-Rose, whose generosity made him averse to 
profit by his advantages, and who scrupled always to shed 
blood if he could avoid it. " You have heard that we wish 
, no harm to any but your chief, and you must make up your 
mind to let us take him. Retire then willingly, if you do not 
wish us to treat you as we intend to treat him.'' 

" Never I" cried Diaz, " shall I commit such a cowardice ? 
Ton are the first comers ; so be it ; we will yield the ground 
to you, but Don Estevan must be allowed to go with me." 

** We refuse," cried Pep^ ; " we particularly want the mat, 
you call Don Estevan." 

•* Do not oppose the justice of God," added Fabian ; "your 
cause IB only that of man. We give you five minutes \c 

16* 
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rcfle<^t, after Trliich oar rifles and our good cause flhall dedd« 
between us.'* 

'^ You have but two minutes to decide,'^ said Bois-Rose ; 
" listen to me and avoid needless bloodshed," 

Mediana kept silence and preserved his hanghtjr air. 
Unshakeable in his notions of chivalric honour, Pedro Diia 
resolved to die with the chief, whose life he believed to bo 
00 precious to his country. He consulted Don Estevan by a 
look. 

" Return to the camp," said the latter ; " abandon to hia 
fate a man henceforth useless to your cause, and come back 
to avenge my death." 

Diaz was not to be moved, but gradually drew his horse 
closer to Don Estevan, and when their knees touched, with 
his face still turned towards his enemies, he mnrmored, with 
scarcely a movement of his lips : 

** Keep steady in your stirrups, have your horse ready, asd 
let me act." 

Don Estevan made signs with his hand as though to de> 
mand a truce ; but he had taken a desperate determination. 

** Bend down Fabian ; he is going to fire," cried Bois- 
Rose. 

" Before my mother's murderer f Never I" cried Fabian. 
Quick as thought, the hand of the Canadian giant on his 
shoulder, forced him down. Don Estevan vainly sought for. 
an aim for his double barrelled piece. He could see nothing 
but the formidable rifle of Bois-Rose directed towards bim, 
although in obedience to Fabian's wishes, Bois-Rose would 
not finish the combat by striking his foe to the ground. 

With as much courage as agility, Dia« now jumped i 
behind Don Estevan on his horse, and throwing his an 
around him to steady him after the shock, seized the brid 
tnmed the animal round, and galloped off^, covering with K 
body, as with a buckler, the chief whose life he was wilfiiip f 
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nave at the expense of his own. WhUe Fabian and Pep< 
rushed down the rock, at the risk of breaking their necks, 
Bois-Rose followed the movemcntB of the horse glancing 
along the barrel of his rifle. 

The two men appeared to make but one body : the back of 
the horse and the shoulders of Diaz were the only objects at 
which Bois-Rose could aim ; only now and then the head of 
the animal was visible. To sacriflce Diaz would be a useless 
murder ; and Don Estevan would still escape. A moment 
more and the fugitives would be out of range ; but the Cana- 
dian was of that class of marksmen who lodge a ball in the 
eye of a beaver, that he may not injure its skin ; and it was 
the horse he wished to aim at. For a single moment the 
head of the noble animal showed itself entirely — ^but that 
moment was sufficient; a shot was heard, and the two 
men and the death-striken horse rolled over together on the 
ground. 

Bruised by the violence of their fall, both men rose with 
difficulty; while, their poignards in their teeth, and their 
rifles in their hands, Fabian and Pep6 advanced upon them. 
Bois-Rose followed with great gigantic strides, loading 
his rifle as he went. When he had finished, he again 
stopped. 

Pedro Diaz, devoted to the last, rushed towards the gun 
which had faHen from Don Estevan's hands, picked' it up, and 
returned it to him. 

**Let us defend ourselves to the last I" cried he, drawing 
his long knife. 

Don Estevan steadied himself and raised his piece, unde- 
cided for a moment whether to aim at Fabian or at Pep£; 
but Bois-Rose was watching, and a bullet from his rifle broke 
the weapon of the chief in his hands, just where the barrel 
joins the stock, and Don Estevan himself losing his balance^ 
feU forward on the sand. 
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**At last, after twenty years 1" cried Pepe, roshing to 
wards him, and placing his knee npon his breast. 

Don Estevan vainly tried to resist; his arm, bcnombed 
by the violence of the blow which had broken his gnn, 
refused its service. In an instant Pep£ had untied tha 
woollen scai-f which was wound several times round his bod j, 
and bound with it the limbs of his enemy. Diaz could offer 
no assistance, for he had himself to defend against the attacks 
of Fabian. 

Fabian scarcely knew the Indian fighter ; he had seen him 
only for a few hours at the Hadenda del Yenado ; bat the 
generosity of his conduct had awakened in the heart of the 
young man a warm sympathy, and he wished to spare his 
life. 

"Surrender, Diaz!" cried he, parrying a dagger blow 
tumed at him ; but Diaz resolved not to yield, and for the 
few minutes during which Pep^ was engaged in binding Don 
Estevan, there was a contest of skill and ability between him 
and Fabian. Too generous to use his rifle against a man 
who had but a dagger to defend himself with, Fabian tried 
only to disarm his adversary; but Diaz, blinded by rage, 
did not perceive the generous efforts of the young man, who, 
holding his rifle by the barrel, and using it as a club, tried 
to strike the ' arm which menaced him. But Fabian had to 
deal with an antagonist not less active and vigorous than him* 
self. Bounding from right to Icfl, Diaz avoided his blow-s 
and just as Fabian believed he was about to succeed, ho 
found himself striking in the air, and the knife menacing him 
afresh. Bois-Roso without waiting to reload, ran up 
put an end to the struggle— in which Fabian^s generos 
placed him at a disadvantage — and Pcp^, having fast bot 
his enemy, advanced also. 

Thus menaced by three men, Dinz determined not to 
without vengeance. He drew his arm Ijack, and ma 
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rapid thrust at Fabian; but the latter had been carefully 
watching the movement, and his rifle met the murdering 
weapon on its way. The dagger fell to the ground ; and 
Pepe, seizing Diaz round the body just as Fabian struck 
him, cried, " Fool ! must we kill you, then P If not, what 
shall we do with you ?" 

" Wliat you have done to that noble gentleman," replied 
Diaz, pointing to Don Estevan. 

** Do not ask to share his fiite,'* said Pep6 ; " that man*g 
days are numbered." 

" Whatever his fate is to be, I wish to share it," cried 
Diaz, vainly trying to free himself. "I accept from you 
neither quarter nor mercy." 

" Do not play with our anger I" said Pepe, whose passions 
were roused ; " I am not in the habit of offering mercy 
twice." 

"I know how to make him accept it," said Fabian, picking 
up the ^en knife. " Let him go, Pepe ; with a man like 
Diaz, one can always come to terms." 

Fabian^s tone was so firm, that Pep6 opened his anna 
and loosened the iron grasp in which the Mexican was 
bound. 

"Hero, Diaz," said Fabian, "take your weapon, and listen 
to me." 

So saying, Fabian advanced and offered him his knife 
without any attempt at guarding himself. Diaz took the 
weapon, but his adversary had not presumed too far ; at the 
heroic simplicity of Fabian his anger vanished on the instant, 

** I listen," said he, flinging his knife to the ground, 

** I knew it would be so," replied Fabian, with a smile« 

"You interposed unknowingly between crime and the just 
vengeance which pui-sued it. Do you know who is the man 
for whom you wish to expose your life ? and who are those 
who have spared it? Do you know whether or not we have 
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the r/ght to demand from him, whom yon donbUeM kno^ 
only as Don Estevan, a terrible accoant of the past ? Reply 
honestly to the questions that I shall put to yoo, and then 
decide on which side justice lies." 

Astonished at these words, Diaz listened in silence, and 
Fabian went on : 

** If you had been bom in a privileged class, hdr to a great 
fortune ; if a man had taken from you yonr fortuie and your 
name, and reduced you to the rank of those who have to work 
for their daily bread, should you be the friend of that man ?" 

" No, I should be his enemy," 

^' If that man, to destroy the last sonvenir of yonr birth, 
had murdered your mother, what would he deserve from 
you?" 

" Blow for blow — ^blood for bloods" 

^' If^ afler a long and difficult pursuit, fate bad at last 
delivered the spoiler into your hands, what would you do ?" 

*' I should think myself guilty towards God and man if I 
spared him," 

" Well, then, Diaz," cried Fabian, " there is a man who 
has taken from me my name, my fortune, and murdered my 
mother ; I have pursued this murderer and spoiler — fate hai 
delivered him into my hands, and there he lies I** 

A cloud passed over the eyes of Diaz at the sight of the 
chief whose doom was thus pronounced, for the sentiment 
of inexorable justice that God has implanted in the heart of 
man told him that Don Estevan merited his fate, if Fabiaa 
spoke truly. He sighed, but offered no reply. 

While these events were taking place in the midst of t^* 
plain, the actors of the scene might have observed Cuch'^ 
raise with precaution the leaves which covered his head, i 
on eager glance on the Golden Valley, and then glide out 
the lake. Covered with mud, and his garments streami 
with water, they might have mistaken him for one of die 
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spirits Trhom the Indians believed to dwell in these solitudefl. 
But their attention was completely absorbed by what wa0 
•taking place among, themselves. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

THX TWO HEDIANAS FACB TO FACE. 

Pedbo Diaz speedily roused himself from the deep de- 
presnon and astonishment which had for a moment over- 
powered him. 

** According to the rales of war, I am your prisoner,^' said 
he, raising his head, ** and I am anxious to know your deci- 
sion concerning me.'' 

** You are free, Diaz,'' replied Fabian, '* free without con- 
ditions." 

** Not so I not so !" said the Canadian, quickly interrupt- 
ing him. " We must, on the contrary, impose a rigorous 
condition upon your liberty." 

** AVTiat w it ?" asked the adventurer. 

*^ You have now, in common with ua," replied BoifhRose, 
*^ become possessed of a secret which we have long since 
known. I have my reasons for wishing that the knowledge 
of this secret should expire with those whose evil destiny 
makes them acquainted with it. You only," added the 
Canadian, *^ will be an exception to the rule, because a brave 
man like yourself should be a slave to his word. I demand, 
then, before restoring you your liberty, a promise upon youi 
honour, never to reveal to human being, the existenco ul 
the Golden Valley." 
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*' I ncrer indulged any hope in acquiring this treasure,* 
replied the noble adventurer, in a melancholy tone, " beyond 
that of the freedom and aggrandizement of my country. The 
sad fate which threatens the man, to whom I looked for th< 
realization of my hopes, proves to mc that in both cases I 
have entertained a delusive dream. Even should all the 
riches of the Qolden Valley remain forever buried in these 
deserts, what would it avwl me now P I swear then, and you 
may rely upon my honour, that I shall never reveal its exist- 
ence to a living soul. I shall try to forget that I have ever, 
for an instant, beheld it." 

" It is well," said Bois-Rose, " you are now free to go." 

** Not yet, with your permission," replied the prisoner. 
** In all that has taken place, there is a mystery which I do 
not seek to penetrate — but — " 

"Carramba! it is very simple," answered Pep6. "This 
young man," said he, pointing to Fabian — 

" Not yet, Pep6," replied the latter solemnly, making a 
fdgn to the hunter to postpone his explanations. " In the 
court of justice which is about to be convened — ^in the pre- 
sence of the Supreme Judge (Fabian pointed to heaven), 
by the accusation as well as the defence, all will become 
dear to Diaz, if he will remain a short while with us. In the 
desert, time is precious ; and we must prepare ourselves, by 
meditation and silence, for the terrible deed which we are 
now compelled to accomplish." 

^ I am most anxious to obtain permission to stay. I do 
not know if this man be innocent or guility ; but, I do know 
that he is the chief whom I have freely chosen ; and I wiT' 
remain with him to the last, ready to defend him against } 
at the cost of my own life, if he is innocent — ^ready to bo 
before the sentence which condemns him, if he is guilty." 

" Be it BO," rejoined Fabian. " Ton shall hear and judg 
for yoursel£" 
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"This man is of noble birth," continued Diaz, sadly, " and 
he lies yonder in the dust, bound like the meanest crimmal.'* 

" Unloose him, Diaz I" replied Fabian, '* but do not en- 
deavour to shield him from the vengeance which a son must 
claim for his mother's murderer. Require from him a pro* 
mise that he will not attempt to escape ; we shall rely upon 
you in this matter." 

"I pledge my honour that he will not do so," said the 
adventurer, " nor would I assist him in the attempt." And 
DLoz, as he said this, proceeded towards Don Estevan. 

In the mean time Fabian, oppressed by sad and anxious 
thoughts, seated himself at some distance, and appeared tc 
deplore his unfortunate victory. 

Pep6 turned away his head, and for awhile stood as if 
attentively obser\'ing the mists as they floated above the crests 
of the mountains. 

Bois-Rose reclined in his usual attitude of repose, while 
his eyes, expressive of deep anxiety, were centred upon 
the young man, and his noble physiognomy seemed to 
reflect the clouds which gathered upon the brow of his 
beloved prot6g6. 

Meanwhile Diaz had rejoined the prostrate captive. 

Who can guess how many conflicting thoughts crowded 
upon the mind of the Spanish nobleman, as he lay upon the 
ground ? His expression retained as much pride as when in 
his more prosperous days he had imagined the possibility of 
conquering, and bestowing, a throne upon the deposed heir of 
the Spanish monarchy. At the sight of Diaz, who, he believed 
had abandoned his cause, an expression of deep melancholy 
came over his countenance. 

"Do you come as an enemy, or a friend, Diaz?*' said 
he. ** Are you one of those who take a secret pleasure in 
oontemplating the humiliation of the man whom, in the day$ 
of his prosperity, you, like others, would have flattered ?" 
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" I am one of those who flatter only the feUen,^ rep&ed 
Diaz, " and who are not offended by the bitterness of speecK 
whicl . is dictated by great misfortune." 

As he uttered these words, which were confirmed by the 
dejection of his manner, Diaz hastened to remove the corda 
with which the captive's arms were bound. 

"I have given my word that you will not endeavour to 
escape the fate, whatever it may be, which aw^ts you at the 
hands of thtee men, into whose power we have &llen by 
an unlucky chance. I believe you have not even thought of 
flight." 

" And you are right, Diaz,** replied Don JEstevan ; " but 
can you guess what fate these fellows have reserved for me?" 

^' They talk of a murder to be avenged, of an aocusaiioD, 
and a judgment." 

" A judgment I" repHed Don Antonio with a haughty and 
bitter smile, '^ they may assassinate, but they shall never judge 
me." 

"In the former case, I shall die with you," said Diaz, 
simply, ** in the latter — but of what use is it to speak of that 
which cannot be? you are innocent of the crime of which 
they accuse you ?" 

^^I have a presentiment of the fate which awaits me," 
replied Don Estevan without answering the adventurer'i 
interrogation. ^* A fsdthful subject will be lost to his king — 
Don Carlos the First. But you will carry on my work ? yon 
will restore the prosperity of Sonora. You will return to the 
Senator Tragaduros — ^he knows what he has to do, and you 
will support him ?" 

"Ah!" cried Diaz, sadly, "such a work cannot be 
tempted but by you. In your hands I might have proved 
powerful instrument; without yon I shall sink into ins 
nificant obscurity. The hope of my country expires w 
you." 
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During this iBterval, Fabian and Bois-Rose had quitted the 
spot where the preceding scenes had so rapidly taken place. 
They had reached the base of the pyramid. It was there 
that the solemn assizes were to be held, in which Fabinn and 
the Duke de Armada were about to act the parts of judge 
Bxxd criminal. 

Pep6 made a sign to Diaz ; Don Estevan saw and under« 
stood it. 

*^ It is not enough to have remained a prisoner," said Diaz; 
** you must meet your fiite ; the conquered must obey the 
conqueror — come I" 

As Diaz ceased speaking, the Spanish nobleman, armed 
with the pride which never deserted him, approached the 
pyramid with a firm step. Pepe had rejoined his two com- 
panions. 

Don Estevan^s looks, as he advanced, displayed a dauntless 
composure equally reihoved from bravado or weakness — 
which won a glance of admiration from his three enemies — 
an of them excellent judges of courage. 

Fabian rose and stepped forward to meet his noble pri- 
soner. A few paces behind, Diaz also advanced — ^his 
• head bowed low, and his mind o]>i>iessed by gloomy 
thoughts. Everything in the manner of the conquerors con- 
vinced him that, on this occasion, right Mould be on the side 
of power. 

" My Lord of Mediana," said Fabian, as, with head uncov- 
ered, he paused a few steps in advance of the noble Spaniard 
who had approached him, ^*you perceive that I recognize 
you, and you also know who I am." 

The Duke de Aimada remained upright and motionless, 
without responding to his nephew's courtesy, 

** I am entitled to keep my head covered in the presence 
of the King of Spain ; I shall use that privilege with you," 
be replied; *^also I daim the right of remdning silent 
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when I think proper, and shall now exercise that right if it 
plea.sc you." 

NotAvilhstanding this haughty reply, the younger son of 
the ]^Ie(U;nias could not but remember how he, a trembling 
and weeping child, had, twenty years before, in the castle ot 
Elanchovi (juailed beneath the glance of the man whom ha 
now ;^\esumed to judge. 

The liniid eaglet had now become the eagle, which, in iis 
turn, held the prey in its powerful talons. 

The glances of the two Medianas crossed like two sword-s, 
and Diaz contemplated with mingled astonishment and respect, 
the adopted son of the gambusino Arellanos, suddenly trans- 
formed and raised above the humble sphere in which he had 
for an instant known him. 

The adventurer awaited the solution of this enigma. 
Fahian armed himself with a pride which equalled that of the 
Duke de Armada, 

"As you will," said he, **yet it might be prudent to re- 
member, that here the right claimed by power is not an empty 
boast." 

"It is true," replied Don Antonio, who, notwithstanding 
his apparent resignation, trembled with rage and despair at 
the total failure of his hopes. " I ought not to forget that 
you are doubtless inclined to profit by this right. I shall 
answer your question then when I tell you that I am aware 
of but one fact concerning you, which is that some demon 
has inspired you continually to cast some impediment in the 
way of the object I pursue — ^I know " 

Here rage stifled his utterance. 

The impetuous young man listened with a changing coun- 
tenance to the words uttered by the assassin of his mother 
ftnd whom he even now suspected was the murderer of hii 
adopted father. 

Truly it is the heroism of moderation, at which those wl 



THB TWO MEDIAICAB FACE TO FACB. 881 

do not know the slight value attached to human life in the 
deserts, cannot be sufficiently astonished — ^for here law cannot 
touch Uie offender — but the short space of time which haj 
elapsed since Fabian joined Bois-Kose was sufficient, under 
the gentle influence of the old hunter, to cahn his feelings 
immeasurably. 

He was no longer the young man whose fiery passions were 
the instruments of a vengeance to which he yielded blindly 
He had learnt that power should go hand in hand with jus* 
tice, and may often be combined wdth mercy. 

This was the secret of a moderation, hitherto so opposed to 
his temperament. It was not, however, difficult tp trace, 
in the changing expression of his countenance, the efforts he 
had been compelled to make to impose a restraint upon his 
anger. 

On his side, the Spanish noble concealed his passion mider 
the mask of silence. 

" So then,'* resumed Fabian, " you know nothing more of 
me ? You are not acquainted either Mdth my name or rank ? 
I am nothing more to you than what I seem ?'» 

^'An assassin, perhaps!" replied Mediana, turning his 
back to Fabian to show that he did not wish to reply to his 
question. 

During the dialogue which had taken place between 
these two men of the same blood, and of equally uncon- 
querable nature, the wood-rangers had remained at some 
distance. 

*' Approach," said Fabian to the ex-carabinier, "and say," 
added he, with forced calmness, " what you know of mc to 
this man whose lips have dared to apply to me a name wliicli 
Le only deserves." 

If any doubt could still have remained upon Don Estevan'a 
mind with regard to the intentions of those into whose hands 
be had fallen, that doubt must have disappeared whea be 
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beheld the gloomy air irith which Pep6 eame forward m 
obedience to Fabian's command. 

Tlie visible exertion he made to repress the rancorous ie<d 
ings which the sight of the Spanish noble aronsed in hini, 
filled the latter with a sad presentiment. 

A shudder passed through the fi-ame of Don Estevan, but 
he did not lower his eyes, and by the aid of his invincibla 
pride, he waited with apparent calmness imtil Pep6 began to 
speak* 

** Carrambal'* exclaimed the latter in a tone which he tried 
in vain to render agreeable. ** It was certainly worth while 
to send me to catch sea-fish upon the borders of the Medi* 
terranean, so that, at the end of my journey, I might, three 
thousand leagues from Spain, fiill in with the nephew whose 
mother you murdered. I don't know whether Don Fabian 
de Mediana is inclined to pardon you, but for my part," added 
he, sti-iking the ground with the butt end of his rifle, ^^\ ha\u 
sworn that I will not do so.** 

Fabian directed a haughty glance towards Pep6, as though 
to command his submisdon ; then addresnng himself to the 
Spaniard : 

" My Lord of Mediana, you are not now in the pres^iice 
of assassins, but of judges, and Pep^ will not forget it.»» 

" Before judges 1" cried Don Antonio ; " my peers only 
possess the right of judgment, and I do not recognize as such 
a male&ctor escaped from jail and a beggarly usurper who 
has assumed a title to which he has no right. I do nM 
acknowledge here any other Mediana than myself and have 
therefore no reply to make." 

" Nevertheless I must constitute toyself your judge," sa 
Fabian, ^' yet believe me I shall be an impartial one, sino< 
take as a witness that God whose sun shines upon us, whei 
swear that I no longer entertain any feehngs of aniniositv 
Hatred against yon.** 
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There was so mach truth in the manner with n^hich Fabism 
pronounced these words, that, for an instant, Don Estevan's 
countenance lost its 'expression of gloomy defiance, and was 
even lit up by a ray of hope, for the Duke de Armada recol- 
lected that he stood face to face with the heir for whom, in 
his pride, he had once mourned* It was therefore in a Icfle 
severe tone that he asked — 

** Of what crime am I then accused?*' 

** You are about to hear," replied Fabian* 




CHAPTER 

LYNCH LAW. 

On the frontiers of America there exists a terrible law^, yet 
it is not this clause alone which renders it so— ^' Eye for oy^, 
tooth for tooth, blood for. blood." The application of this 
law is evident in all the ways of providence, to those who 
observe the course of events here below. " He who kilJs by 
the sword shall perish by the sword," says the gospel. 

But the law of the desert is terrible by reason of the 
majesty with which it is invested, or claims to be invested. 

This law is ternble in common with all laws of blood, and 
the more so, since those who have recourse to it usurp a 
power which does not belong, to them, inasmuch as thvj 
injured party constitutes himself judge of his own cause, and 
executes the sentence which he himself has pronounced. 

SiLch is the so-called " Lynch law." 

In the central parts of America, white men as well ai 
Indians execute this .law ^ith cruel .severity against each 
Olber, Civilized communities adopt it in a mitigated form 
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lui applied to capital puuishmeut, but the untutored inhabi* 
tauts of the desert continue to practise it with the same 
rigour which belonged to the fii-st ages of mankind. 

And may we not here make the remark, that the similitudo 
uf feeling on this point, between the white man and the 
savages, casts a stain upon the former which for his own 
honour he should endeavour to wipe out ? 

Society has provided laws for the protection of all men. 
The man who amongst us should assume the right of judg- 
ment, and take the law into his own hands, would thus vio- 
late it, and &11 under the jurisdiction of those whom society 
has appointed to try, and to condemn. 

We are not without a hope that at some future time, as 
civilization advances, men will allow that they who deprive a 
culprit of that life which none can recall, commit an act of" 
sacrilege in defiance of those divine laws which govern the 
universe and take precedence of all human decrees. 

A time will come, we would £iin believe, when our laws 
may spare the life of a guilty man, and suffer him to atone 
for his errors or his crimes by repentance. Such a law 
would respect the life which can never be restored; and 
while another exists which casts an irretrievable stain upon 
our honour, there would be a law of restoration capable of 
raising the man sanctified by repentance to the dignity which 
punishment would have prevented hiA attaining. 

" There is more joy in heaven," says the gospel, " over a 
sinner who repents, than a righteous man made perfect.** 
Why then are not human laws a counterpart of these divine 
decrees ? 

Now, however, liberty is the only boon which flocicty 
fora upon him whose misfortunes or whose crimes h:.., 
deprived him of it. 

Misfortunes did we not say ? Is there not in truth a 1 
which assimilates the criminal with the upright the 
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insolTent debtor, and compels him to the same fiite in pri- 
aon? 

So much Ibr this subject. Let ns now retam to the lynch 
law of the desert. It was before a tribunal without appeal, 
and in the presence of self-constituted judges, that Don 
Antonio de Mediana was about to appear. A court assem- 
bled in a city, with all its imposing adjuncts, could not have 
•Qrpassed in solemnity the asdzes which at this moment were 
conroked in the desert, where three men represented human 
justice armed with all its terrors I 

We have described the singular and fantastic aspect pre- 
sented by the spot, in which this scene was to be enacted. 
In truth, the sombre mountains, veiled in mist, the mysteri* 
ons subterranean sounds, the long tufts of human hmr agitat- 
ed by every breath of wind, the skeleton of the Indian 
horse exposed to view, all combined to endue the place with 
a strange unearthly appearance in the eyes of the prisoner, 
80 that he almost believed himself under the influence of 
aomo horrible dream. 

One might have imagined himself suddenly transported 
into the middle ages, in the midst of some secret society, 
where previous to the admission of the candidate, were dis- 
played all the terrors of the earth, as a means of proving his 
courage. 

All this however was here a fearful reality. 

Fabian pointed out to the Duke de Armada, one of the flat 
atones, resembling tombstones, which were strewed over the 
plain, and seated himself upon another so as to form with 
the Canadian and his companion a triangle, in which he occu- 
pied the most prominent position. 

. ^ It is not becoming for the criminal to sit in the pr6se::oe 
of the judges,'' said the Spanish noble, with a bitter smile, 
^ I shall therefore remain standing.'* 

Fabian made no reply. 

17 
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He waited until Diax, the only dirinterested witness m tiiii 
eonrt of justice — ^had chosen a convenient place. 

The adventurer remaned at some distance from the actors 
in the scene, yet sufficiently near to see and hear all that 
passed. 

Fabian began : 

" You are about to be told,** said he, ^^ of what crime yon 
are accused. You are to look upon me as the judge who 
presides at your trial, and who will either condemn or acquit 
you." 

Having thus spoken he paused to consider. 

^It will first be necessary to establish the identity of the 
oriminal. Are you in truth," he continued, >^rJiat Don 
Antonio, whom men here call the Count de Medtana?" 

•^No,'* replied the Spaniard in a firm voice. 

^Who are you then?'' continued Fabian, ^in amingied 
tone of astonishment and regret, for he repudiated the idea 
that a Mediana would have recourse to a cowardly subter- 
fuge. 

**Ito(Z9 the Count de Mediana,'* replied the prisoner, with 
a haughty smile, "until by my sword I acquired other titles. 
At present I am known in Spain as the Duke de Armada. It 
is the name I shall transmit to the descendant of my line 
whom I may choose as my adopted son.*^ 

The latter phrase, incidentally spoken by the prisoner, 
proved in the sequel his sole means of defence. 

" Right," said Fabian, "^ the Duke de Armada shall hear 
of what crime Don Antonio de Mediana is accused. Speak, 
Bois-Rose I tell us what you know, and nothing more." 

The rough and energetic countenance of the gig;». 
descendant of the Norman race, as he stood motionless bes« 
them, his carbine supported on his broad shoulder, wa'- 
pressive of such calm integrity, that his appearance s 
banished all idea of perjury. Bois-Rose drew him^ell 
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i/iimlj removed his fur cap, and in doing i» discoiered hin 
fine open brow to the gaze of all. 

" I will only speak of what I know," said he. 

** On a foggy night, in the month of November, 1808, 1 
was a sailor on board a French smuggling-vessel called the 
Albatros. 

^*We had lauded according to a plan formed with the 
captain of the oarabiniers of Elanchovi, on the coast of the 
Bay of Biscay. I will not relate to you," and here Pep£ 
ooald not repress a smile, ^^how we were fired upon, and 
repalsed from the shore where we had landed as friends. It 
ia sufficient for you to know that when we again reached 
oar vessel, I was attracted by the screams of a child, which 
seemed to come from the depths of the ocean. 

^^ These cries proceeded from a boat which had been aban* 
doned. 

^ I pushed out towards it at the risk of my own life, since 
a brisk fire was opened upon oar ship. 

** In this boat I found a lady murdered, and lying in her 
blood. She was quite dead, and close to her was a little 
child who appeared to be dying. 

^I picked np the child — ^that child is now the man before 
OS ; his name is Fabian. 

^ I took the child with me, and left the murdered lady in 
the boat. I do not know wh" committed the crime, and 
have nothing further to say." 

As he finished speaking, Boih-iiose again covered his head, 
and seated himself in silence. 

A mournful silence followed this declaration. 

Fabian lowered his flashing eyes for an instant to the 
ground, then raised them, calm and cold, to the face of the 
ex-carabinier, whose turn had now come to speak. 

Fabian was prepared to act his terrible part, and the coun* 
lenance as well as the attitude of the young man, though 
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olotbod if rags, expressed the nobility wliich cbftracteriaad 
an ancienf^ race, as well as the collected ooolneos of a ja^e. 
He cast au aathoritative glance towards Pep^, and the hali 
savage trapper was compelled to snbmit to it in silence. 

Pep6 at length rose, and advanced a few paces, by his man* 
ner showing a determination only to utter that which his 
conscience approved. 

*' I understand you, Connt Hediana,'' said he, addresdng 
himself to Fabian, who alone in his eyes had the right lo 
assume this title. *^ I will try to forget that the man here 
present is th^ same who caused me to spend so many long 
years among the refuse of mankind at Ceuta. When I 
appear before God he may require of me the words I have 
(Spoken, but I should aga'n repeat them, nor regret that they 
had ever been uttered.'* 

Fabian made a gesture of approbation. 

^ One night in the month of November, 1808,^ said he, 
^* When I belonged to the Royal Carabhiiers in the service 
of Spain, I was on duty upon the coast of £ianchovi, w*heii 
three men disembarked firom the open sea upon the 
beach. 

** Our captain had sold to one of them the right of landing 
in a forbidden spot. 

** I reproach myself with having- been this man's aocom* 
plice, and receiving from him the price of culpable neglect of 
my duty. 

^ The following day it was discoyered that the Countess 
Mediana and her young son had left the castle during the 
night. 

^^The Countess was murdered — ^the young Count v, 
vever seen again. 

** A short time after, his nnde appeared at Elanchovi : 
claimed his nephew's fortune and titles. All was given ~ 
to him, and I, who believed that T had only sold my aor^* 
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to &Taar an intrigue or an affair of smnggring, found that I 
had been the aocomplice of a murderer. 

^ I upbraided the present Count Medmna before witnesses, 
and accused bim of this crime. Five years* imprisonment at 
Ccuta was the i*eward of mj presumption. 

^ Here before another and more righteous tribunal, and in 
the presence of God who is my witness, I again accuse the 
man before me. I declare him to be the murderer of the 
Countess, and the usurper of her son's titles. He was one 
of the three men, who, during the night entered by escalade 
tlie chateau which Don Fabian's mother never again beheld. 

" Let the murderer refute the charge. I have done." 

** You hear him ?" said Fabian, " what have you to say in 
your defence ?" 

A violent struggle between his conscience and his pride 
took place in Mediana's breast. 

Pride however triumphed. 

** NoUiing," replied Don Antonio. 

** Nothing 1" answered Fabian, *' but you do not perhajif 
know what a terrible duty I liave to fulfil ?" 

" I can imagine it." 

•* And !,•* cried Fabian passionately, *' shall not flinch in 
accomplishing :t. Yet, though my mother's blood cries out 
for vengeance, should you refute the charge, I would bless 
yon still. Swear to me then, in the name of Mediana, which 
we bear in common, by your honour and the salvation of 
your soul, that you are innocent, and I shall be too happy to 
believe you." 

Then, oppressed with an intolerable anguish, Fabian 
awaited his reply. 

But, gloomy and inflexible as the fallen archangel, Medt* 
ana was silent. 

At this moment Diaa advanced towards the judges and 
the prisoner. 
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** I hare listened," said he, " with the utmost attention to 
your accusation again Don Estcvan de Arechiza, whom 1 
also know to be the Duke de Armada; may I express mj 
thoughts freely?" 

" Speak I" said Fabian. 

*^ One point seems to me doubtful. I do not know whether 
the crime you attribute to this noble cavalier was committed 
by him ; but, admitting that to be the case, have yon any 
right to condemn him ? In accordance with the laws of oar 
frontier, where no court may be held, it is only the nearest 
relatives of the victim who are entitled to claim the blood 
of the murderer. 

*^ Don Tiburcio's youth was passed in this country. I 
knew him as the adopted son of Marcos Arellanos. 

** Who can prove that Tiburcio Arellanos is the son of the 
murdered lady ? 

*^How, after so many years, can it be posuble for this hun- 
ter, formerly a siulor, to recognize in the midst of these soli- 
tudes, the young man, whom as a child he beheld only ior 
an instant on a foggy night ?'' 

" Answer, Bois-Rose,*' said Fabian, coldly. 

The Canadian again rose* 

*^ I ought, in the first place, to state,*' said the old hunter, 
"that it was not only for a few moments on a foggy night 
that I saw the child in question. During the space of two 
years, after having saved him from certain death, I kept him 
on board the vessel in which I was a sailor. 

"The features of his son could not be more deeply im- 
pressed upon the memory of a father than those of that ch*'-' 
were on mine. 

*' How then can you affirm that it is impossible I shoi 
recognize him ? 

" When you are travellmg in the desert, where there i 
no beaten track, are you not guided by the course of streae 
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bjF tke cnarncter of the trees, by the conformation of theit 
trunks, by the growth of the moss wliich clothes tlicm, and 
by the stars of heaven? and when at another season, or 
even twenty yeai^ afterwards, shonld the rains have swelloH 
the streanis, or the snn have dried them up, should the once 
naked trees be clothed with leaves, should tlieir trunks have 
expanded, and moss covered their roots, even should the 
north star have changed its position in the heavens, and 
Ton again beheld it, would you not recognize both star and 
stream ?" 

*^ Doubtless," replied Diaz, *^ the man who has experience 
in the desert, is seldom deceived." 

** When you meet a stranger in the forest, who answers 
yon with the cry of a bird or the voice of an animal, which 
is to serve as a rallying signal to you or your friends, do you 
not immediately say, *This man is one of us?' " 

** Assuredly." 

*^ Well, then ; I recognize the child in the grown man, just 
as you recognize the small shrub in the tall tree; or the 
atream that once murmured softly in the roaring and swollen 
torrent of to-day. I know this child agiun by a mode of 
speech, which twenty years have scarcely altered." 

** Is not this meeting a somewhat strange coincidence ?" 
interrupted Diaz, now almost convinced of the Canadian's 
veracity. 

'^ Ghxl," cried Bois-Rose, solemnly, ^* who commands the 
breeze to waft across the desert the fertiliang seeds of the 
male palm to the female date-tree — Ood, who confides to 
the wind which destroys, to the devastating torrent, or to 
the bird of passage, the gnun which is to be deposited a thou- 
sand miles from the plant that produced it — ^is he not also 
able to send upon the same path two human beings made in 
bis image ?" 

Diac was silent a moment ; then having nothing more U 
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advaooe m oontradietion to the Canadian's trathfal ^orda 
whose honest manner of speech carried with it an irrcsisiible 
oonyiction^ ho tamed towards Pepi : 

^ Did joUf " said he, ^ also recognise in Arellanos' adopted 
child, the Countess de Mediana's son f* 

** It would be impossible for any one who ever saw bis 
mother long to mistake him. Enough I let the Duke de 
Armada contradict us.'* 

Don Antonio, too proud to utter a falsehood, could not 
deny the truth without degrading himself in the ejes of bis 
accusers, unless he destroyed the only means of defence to 
which his pride and the secret wish of his heart allowed him 
to have recourse, 

** It is true," said he, ^ that this man is of my own blood. 
I cannot deny it without pollutiug my lips with a lie, and an 
untruth is the offspring of cowardice." 

Diaa inclined his head, regained his seat, and was silent. 

^* You have heard," said Fabian, ** that I am indeed the 
son of the woman whom this man murdered ; therefore 1 
daim the right of avenging her. What then do the laws of 
the desert decree ?" 

**Eye for eye," said Bois-Rose. 

«^ Tooth for tooth,** added Pep6. 

^ Blood for blood," continued Fabian; **a death for a 
death!" 

Then he rose, and addresmng Don Antonio- in measured 
accents, said : ^ Ton have shed blood and committed mur» 
der. It shall therefore be done to you as you have done to 
others. Ood commanded it to be so." 

Fabian drew his poignard from its sheath. The sun w 
shedding his first rays upon the scene, and every object cas" 
a long shadow upon the ground. 

A bright flash shot from the naked blade wliich i 
younger Mediana held in his hand. 
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FaUan buried iU point in the sand. 

The shadow of the poignard &r exceeded its I #ngth« 

^The son,'' he said, ^^sliall determine how many momentfl 
joa have to live. When the shadow disappears yon shaD 
appear before God, and my mother will be avenged." 

A deatlilike ulenoe sacceeded Fabian^s hist words, who, 
orercome with long suppressed emotions, fell, rather than 
seated himself upon the stone. 

Bois-Rose and Pep6 both retained their seats. The judges 
and the criminal were alike motionless. 

Diaz perceived that all was over, but he did not wish to 
take any part in the execution of the sentence. 

He approached the Duke de Armada, knelt down before 
bim, took his hand and raised it to his lips. 

^I will pray for the salvation of your sonl,'' said he, in a 
low tone. " Do you release me from my oath ?** 

**Tes," replied Don Antonio, in a firm voice; **go, and 
may God bless yon for your fidelity I^ 

The noble adventurer retired in silence. 

His horse had remained at some short distance. 

Diax soon reached it, and holding the bridle in his 
hands, walked slowly toward the spot where the river 
forked* 

In the meantime the sun followed its eternal course — the 
shadows gradually contracted — the black vultures flew in 
drdes above the heads of the four actors in the terrible 
drama the last scene of which was now drawing near. From 
the depths of the Misty Mountains, shrouded in vapour, might 
be heard, at intervals, dull rumbling sounds, like thunder, 
followed by dbtant explosions. 

Pale, but resigned, the unfortunate Count de Mediana 
remained standing. Buried in deep reverie, he did not ap^ 
pear to notice the continually decreasing shadow. 

All exterior objects vanished from his sight. Ilis lit oughts 
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were divided between the paat which no longer concerBed 
him, and the future he was about to enter. 

However, pride still struggled within him, and he main- 
tained an obstinate silence, 

"My Lord Count," said Fabian, who was willing to try n 
last chance, " in five minutes the poignard will have ceased 
to cast a shadow." 

** I have nothing to say of the past," replied Don Antonio. 
*' I must now think only of the future of my race. 

"Do not, therefore, misjudge the senae of the words I am 
about to speak* Whatever may be the form in which it may 
come, death has no power to terrify me." 

" I am listening," said Fabian gently. 

" You are very young, Fabian," continued Mediana, " and 
the thoiight of the blood that has been shed will therefore be 
BO much the longer a burthen to you." 

Fabian's bountenance revealed the angnidi of his icings. 

•* Why then so soon pollute a life which is scarcely begun ? 
Why refuse to follow a course which the unlooked-for fiivonr 
of Providence opens to you ? Here you are poor, and with- 
out connections. God restores yon to your &mily, and, at 
the same moment confers wealth upon you. The inheritance of 
your race has not been squandered by me. I have for twenty 
years borne the name of Mediana, at the head of the Span- 
ish nobles, and I am ready to restore it to you with all the 
honours I have conferred upon it. Accept then a fortune 
which I joyfully restore to you, for the isolation of my life is 
burthensome to me ; but do not purchase it by a crime, for 
which an imaginary act of justice cannot absolve you 
which you will repent to your last hour." 

Fabian replied, 

"A judge who presides at his tribunal most not listen 
the voice of nature. Supported by. his conscience, and *' 
service he renders to society, he may pity the-^^crimi^ 
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tlioiigh his duty reqnireb that lie shall condemn ninu la thia 
flolitade, these two men and myself represent human justice. 
Refote the crime attributed to you, Don Antonio, and I shall 
be the happiest of us two ; for though I shudder to accuse 
yon, I cannot escape the fiital mission which heaven has im- 
posed upon me." 

^ Consider well, Fabian, and remember that it is not pai« 
don, but obliTion, for which I sue. Thanks to that oblivion, 
it rests with you to become, in my adopted son, the princely 
heir of the house of Mediana. After my death my title will 
expire.'' 

As he listened to these words the young man became 
deadly pale ; but spuming in his heart the temptation held 
out to him, Fabian closed his ears to that voice which offered 
him so large a share of the riches of this world, as though 
he had but heard the light whispers of the breeze amid the 
foliage of the trees. 

•* Oh, Count Mediana, why did you kill my mother ?" cried 
Fabian, covering his &ce with his hands; then, glancing 
towards the pdignard planted in the sand, **My lord of 
Armada,** he added, solenmly, '* the poignard is without a 
shadow I" 

Don Antonio trembled in spite of himsdf| as he then re- 
called the prophetic threat, which twenty years before the 
CovntesB de Mediana had compelled him to hear. 

*^ Perhaps," she had said, ^^Uie God whom you blaspheme 
will ordain, that in the heart of a desert, untrodden by the 
foot of man, you shall find an accuser, a witness, a judge, 
and an executioner." 

Accuser, witness, and judge were all before him, but who 
was to be the executioner f However, nothing was wanting 
for the accomplishment of the dreadfid prophecy. 

A noise of branches, suddenly torn apart, was heard at this 
momfot. 



The moment after, amia em^rgedfrom the bnuhv^od, lue 
habilimeiits dripping with water andsoiled with mod. It was 
CaohiUo* 

The bandit advanced with an air of imperturbable oo<d> 
ne88| though he q^peared to limp alighdy. 

Not one of the four men, 00 deeply absorbed in their ova 
terrible reflectiona, showed any astonishment at his {wesenoe. 

^^Carrambal yon expected me then?^ he cried; **and 
yet I persisted in prolonging the most disagreeaUe bath I 
haTO erer taken, for fear of canang you all a sorpriae, for 
which my self4oTe might have suffered'' (Gachiilo did not 
allude to his excursion in the mountains) ; ** but the water'oi 
this lake is so icy that ratJier than peririi with cold, I would 
have run a g^reater risk than meeting with old friends." 

^ Added to this I folt a wound in my leg reopen. It was 
received some time since, in foct, long ago, in my youth« 

^ Senor Don Estevan, Don nburdo, I am your very hmn- 
ble servant." 

A profound silence succeeded these words. Cudiillo began 
to feel that he was acting the part of the hare, who takes 
refuge in the teeth of the hounds ; but he endeavoured by 
a great show of assurance to make the best of a ponlioa 
which was more than precarious. 

The old hunter alone glanced towards Falnan, as though 
to ask what motive this man, with his impudent and anister 
maoner, and his beard covered with greenish mud, could offar 
for thus intruding himself upon them. 

^^ It is CuchiUo," said Falnan, answering Bois^Boao's look. 

^ Cuohillo, your unworthy servant," continued the band; 
*' who has been a witness to your prowess, most wortL, 
hunter of tigers. Decidedly," thoi^;ht Cudiillo, " my prei 
ence is not so obnoxious to them as I shoidd have supposed. 

Then feeling his assurance redoubled at the reception I 
had met with, whidli though cold and silent as that wii 
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winch every new comer is received in the house of death| 
0tiU gare him courage to say observing the severe expression 
on every fiioe : 

^ Pardon mo, gentlemen ! I observe you have business in 
liand, and I am perhaps intruding ; I will retire. There are 
moments when one does not like to be disturbed: I know it 
by experience.') 

Saying these words, Cnchillo showed his intention of croaa- 
ing a second time the green indosure of the valley of gold* 
when Bois-Rose's rough voice arrested hinu 

^ Stay here, as yon value the salvation of your soul, master 
Cuchillo,'* said the hunter. 

**" The giant may have heard of my intellectual resources^^ 
thought Cuchillo. *^They have need of me. After all, 1 
would rather go shares with them than get nothing ; but 
without doubt this Golden Valley is bewitched. You allow, 
master hunter," he continued, addressing the Canadian, and 
feigning a surprise he did not feel at the aspect of his chiei^ 
''I have a » 

An imperious gesture from Fabian out shoit Cuchillo's de- 
mand. 

*^ Silence I" he said, ^'do not distract the last thoughts of 
s Christian who is about to die." 

We have said that the poignard planted in the ground no 
lofDgeT cast a shadow. 

**My Lord of Mediana," added Fabian, *^I ask you once 
again, by the name we bear, by your honour, and the salva- 
tion of your soul, are you innocent of my mother's murder ?^ 

To this lofty interrogation, Don Antonio replied without 
relaxing his haughty demeanour — 

**I have nothing to say; to my peers alone I allow the 
right of judgment. Let my £ite and yours be accom 
plishcd.'' 

**God sees and hears me," said Fabian. Then taking 
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Guohillo aside: ^^A soleian tentence has been paaseil i^on 
this man,*' said he to hioou ^We^ as the instroinents <rf 
human justice in this desert, command you to be his execa* 
tioner. The treaaores contained in this valley will i enume- 
rate yon for undertaking this terrible duty. May you nerer 
commit a more iniquitous acti" 

^^ One cannot live through forty years without having a 
few little peccadilloes on one's consdenoe, Don Tiburdo. 
However, I shall not the less object to being an execuUoner ; 
and I am proud to know that my talents are estimated aft 
their real value. You promise, then, that all the gold of this 
vaXi^ shall be mine ?" 

*^ All — without excepting the smallest particle/' 

^ Carramba ! notwithstanding my w^ell-known scruples, it 
is a good price, therefore I shall not hesitate ; and if at tbe 
same time there is any other little favour you require of me, 
do not distress yourself— it shall be done cheaply.** 

That which has been previously siud explains Cudiillo^ 
unexpected appearance. 

The outlaw, concealed upon the borders of the neighbour- 
ing lake, had escaped through the prologue which preceded 
the fearful drama in which he was about to perform a part. 
Taking all things into consideration, he saw that matters 
were turning out better than he had expected. 

However he could not disguise from himself the &ct that 
there was a certain amount of danger in his becoming the 
executioner of the man who was aware of all his crimest and 
who could, by a single word, surrender him to the implaca- 
ble justice enforced in these scrfitudes. 

He was aware that to gain the promised recompense, a 
to prevent Don Antonio from speaking, it would be necessi 
first to deceive him, and he found means to vhisper in t 
ear of th« prisoner — 

•* Pear nothing— I am on your side." 
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The spectators of this terrible scene aiaintained a pro* 
found silence, under a feeling of anre experienced by each of 
thcnu 

A deep dejection of spirit had, in Don Fabian's case, suc- 
ceeded the energetic exercise of his will, and his &ce, bowed 
towards the earth, was as pale and as livid as that of the man 
upon whom he hod pronounced sentence of death. 

Bois-Rose — whom the frequent dangers which belonged to 
the life of a sailor and a hunter, had rendered callous to the 
physical horror with which one man looks upon the destruc- 
tion of his fellow — appeared completely absorbed in the con- 
templation of this young man, whom he loved as a son, and 
whose dejected attitude showed the depth of his grief. 

Pep6, on his side, endeavoured to conceal nnder aii 
impenetrable mask the tumultuous feeling resulting from his 
now satisfied vengeance. He^ as well as his two companionS| 
remained silent. 

Cuchilllo alone — ^whose sanguinary and vindictive nature 
would have led him to accept gratuitously the odious ofSoe 
an executioner>-could scarcely conceal his delight at the 
thoughts of the enormous sum he was to receive for the 
wicked service. 

But in this case, for once in his life, Cuchillo was to assist 
in an apparently legal proceeding. 

*^ Carramba !'' he ejaculated, taking Pep6's carbine from 
him, and at the same time making a sign to Don Antonio ; 
^this is an affair for which even the judge of Arispe himself 
would be sorry to grant me absolution." 

He advanced towards Don Antonio. 

Pale, but with flashing eyes ; uncertain whether in Cuchillo 
e beheld a saviour or an executioner, Don Estevan did not 
tir. 

" It was foretold that I should die in a desert ; I am, what 
you are pleased to call, convicted and condemned. Qod has 
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reaenred for me the infinite disgrace of dying by the hand 
of this man. I forgive you Fabian ; but may not this bandit 
prore as fatal to yoar life, as he will be to that of your 
&ther'a brother, as he was — " 

A cry from Cachillo — a cry of alarm, her/ interrupted the 
Duke de Armada. 

^To arms I To arms I yonder come tVr. Indians !'' cried 
he. 

Fabian, Bois-Rose, and Pep6 rushed to seize their rifles. 
CuchiUo took advantage of this short, instant, and sprang 
towards Don Antonio. The latter, wi' h his neck stretched 
forward, was also examining the wide extent of the plain, 
when Gttchillo twice plunged the poigrju*d into his throat. 

The unfortunate Medianafellto the groun<lj vomiting forth 
torrents of blood. 

A smile relaxed Cuchillo's lips: 'Do:! Anionio had carried 
ottt of the world the secret wfajch he (lieaded. 
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CHAPTElf LI. 

THE JVDOMXNT OF GOD. 

Air instant of stupor saoceeded to the marder bc» suddenly 
aeeomplished. Don Antonio did not stir ; Fabian seemed to 
forget that the bandit had only hastened the execution of the 
sentence which he himself had pronounced. 

" Wretch I" cried he, rushing towards Cuchillo, with the 
barrel of his carbine in his hand, as though he did not deign 
to raise its butt against the executioner. 

♦* There, there I** said Cnchillo, drawing back, whilst Pepfi, 
more ready to acquit Don Antonio's murderer, interposed 
between them ; ^ you are as quick and passionate as a fight- 
ing-cock, and ready every instant to sport your horns, like a 
young bull. The Indians are too busy elsewhere to trouble 
themselves about us. It was a stratagem of war, to enable 
me more speedily to render you the signal service required 
of me. Do not therefore be ungrateful ; for, why not admit 
it? you were just now a nephew, most unsafferably encum- 
bered with an uncle ; yon are noble, you are generous ; you 
would have regretted all your life that you had not pardoned 
that uncle f By cutting the matter short for you, I have 
tfiken the remorse upon myself; and so the affair is ended.'* 

**The rascal knows what he is about, undoubtedly,** re* 
karked the ex-carabinier. 

•♦Yes,** replied CuchiUo, evidently flattered, "I pride 
lyself upon being no fool, and upon having some notion ot 
ie scruples of conscience. I have taken your doubts upon 
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mine. Wlien I take a fancy to people, I sacrifice myself fof 
them. It is a fault of mine. When I saw, Don Tibarcio, 
that you had so generously pardoned me the blow — the 
scratch I inflicted upon you^-I did my best to deserve it : 
the rest must be settled between me and my conscience.'' 

'* Ah I" sighed Fabian, " I had hoped yet to have been 
able to pardon Atm." 

" Why trouble yourself about it f " said the ex-carabinier« 
"Pardon your mother's murderer, Don Fabian! it would 
have been cowardice I To kill a man who cannot defend 
himself, is, I grant, almost a crime, even after five yean^ 
imprisonment. Our fi'iend Cuchillo has saved us the embar- 
rassment of choosing : that is his a^ir. What do you say, 
Bois-Rose ?" 

^^ With proofs such as those we possess, the tribunal of a 
(Aty would have condemned the assassin to atone for hia 
crime ; and Indian justice could not have done less. It was 
God's will that you should be spared the necessity of shed- 
ding the blood of a white man« I say as you do, Pep£, it is 
Ouchillo's affair." 

Fabian inclined his head, without speaking, in acquies- 
cence to the old hunter's verdict — as though in his own heart 
he could not determine, amidst such conflicting thoughts, 
whether he ought to rejoice, or to grieve over ^ this miex- 
pected catastrophe. 

Nevertheless, a shade of bitter regret overspread his coun- 
tenance I but accustomed, as well as his two companions, to 
scenes of blood, he assented, though with a sigh, to their 
inexorable lo^c. 

In the meantime, Cuchillo had reguned all his audac. 
things were turning out well for him. 

lie cast a glance of satbfied hatred upon the corpse of hi 
who could never more speak, and muttered in a low voic 

"Why trouble one's self about human destiny? — ^ 
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twenty years past, my life has depended upon nothing .Qor« 
than the absence of a tree.'' 

Then addressing himself to Fabian : 

^It 18, then, agreed, that I have rendered you a great 
service. Ah I Don Tiburcio, you must resolve to rem:un in 
my debt. I think generously of furnishing you with the 
means of discharging it.. There is immense wealth yonder ; 
therefore it would not do for you to recall a promise given 
to him who, for your sake, was not afraid — ^for the first time, 
let me tell you — ^to come to an open rupture with hv\ con* 
science." 

Cuchillo, who, notwithstanding the promise Fabian had 
made — to satisfy his cupidity by the possession of the gold, 
— ^knew that to make a promise, and to keep one, are two 
lifferent things. He waited the reply with anxiety. 

" It is true ; the price of blood is yours," said Fabian to 
the bandit. 

Cuchillo assumed an indignant air. 

•* Well, you will be magnificently recompensed," continued 
the young man, contemptuously ; ^^ but it shall never be said 
that I shared it with you : — the gold of this place is yours." 

^' AU ?" cried Cuchillo, who could not believe his' ears. 

** Have I not said so ?" 

'* You are mad!" exclaimed Pepe and BoisRose, simul- 
taneously ; ** the fellow would have killed him for nothing I" 

^* You are a god 1" cried Cuchillo ; ^^ and you estimate my 
ncruples at their real value. What I all this gold ?" 

^^ All, including the smallest particle," answered Fabian, 
solemnly: ^^I shall have nothing in common with you — nnt 
even this gold." 

And he made a sign to Cuchillo to leave the ground. 

The bandit, instead of passing through the hedge of cotton- 
trees, took the road to the Misty Mountains, towards the spot 
^here hb horse was &stencd« 
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A ftw minuten afterwards he returned with 1ms sempe in 
his haad. He drew aside the interlacing brandies which 
shot in the valley, and soon disappeared from Fabian^s sight. 
The sun, in the midst of his course, poured down a flood of 
light, causing the gold spread over the sudhce of the Tallej 
to shoot forth innumerable rays. 

A shudder passed though Cnchillo's veins, as he once mort 
beheld it. 

His heart beat quick at the sight of this mass of wealth. 
He resembled the tiger which fulling upon a sheepfold cannot 
determine which victim to choose. He encompassed with a 
haggard glance the treasures spread at his feet ; and little 
was wanting to induce him, in his transports of joy, to roll 
himself in these floods of gold. 

Soon, however, restored to calmer thoughts, he spread hii 
mantle on the sand; and as he saw the impossibility o£ car- 
rying away all the riches ex|K>sed to his view, he cast around 
him a glance of observation. 

In the meantime, Diaz, seated at some distance on the 
plain, had not lost a single detail of this melancholy scene. 

He had seen Cuchillo suddenly appear, he bad imagined 
the part he would be required to fulfil, he heard the bondit'f 
cry of false alarm, and even the bloody catastrophe of th« 
drama had not been unseen by hinu 

Until then he had remained motionless in his place, monm- 
ing over the death of his chie^ and the hopes which that 
death had destroyed. 

Cuchillo had disappeared from their sight, when the three 
hunters saw Diaz rise and approach them. 

He advanced with slow steps, like the justice of Gov 
whose instrument he was about to become. 

His anu was passed through his horse's bridle ; and hi* 
&ce, clouded by giie^ was turned downwards. 

The adventurer cast a look full of sadness upon the Duke 
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do Armada lying in his blood ; death had not eff&ced from 
that countenance its look of onalterahle pride, 

•* I do not blame yoa,»» said he ; "in your place I diould 
have done the same thing. How mach Indian blood have 1 
also not spilt to satisfy my vengeance t" 

"It is holy bread,'» interrupted Bois-Rose, passing his hand 
through his thick grey hair, and directing a sympathetic 
glanoe toward the adventurer. **Pep6 and I can say that, 
for our part ^ 

"I do not blame yon, friends, but I grieve because I have 
seen this man, of such noble courage, &11 almost before my 
eyes ; a man who held in his hand the destiny of Sonora. I 
grieve that the glory of my country expires with him.'* 

" He was, as you say, a man of noble courage, but with a 
heart of stone. May Ood save his soul !^ 

A.convulsive grief agitated Don Fabian's breast. Dias 
eontmued the Duke de Armada's funeral oration. 

^* He and I had dreamed of the freedom of a noble pro- 
vince and days- of splendour. Neither he, nor I, nor others, 
will ever now behold them shine. Ah t why was not I killed 
instead of him t No one would have known that I had 
ceased to exist, and one champion less would not have com- 
promised the cause we served ; but the death of our chief 
ruins it for ever. The treasure which is said to be accumu* 
lated here might have mded us in restoring Sonora ; for you 
do not, perhaps, know that near to this spot — ^ 

" We know it," interrupted Fabian. 

" WdV^ continued Diaz, " I will think no more about this 
fanmenra treasure. I have always preferred the life of an 
Indian, killed by my own hands, to a sack of gold dust." 

This common feeling of hatred towards the Indians stiU 
further added to the sympathy which Bois-Rose had felt for 
the disinterestedness and courage shown by Diaz. 

" We have fuled at the onsot," continued Diaz, in a tons 
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of great bitterness, ^and aD this through the biilt of a 
tnutor whom I wish to deliver up to your justice — not 
because he deceived us, but because he has destroyed the 
instrument which God was willing to grant, in order to make 
my country a powerful kingdom.^ 

"What -do you 8ayf» cried Fabian; "is it Cuchillo of 
whom yon speak f " 

"The traitor who twice attempted your life — ^the first 
time at the Hacienda del Venado, the second in the neigb- 
Wuring forest — ^is the one who conducted us to this valley 
ofgold.'» 

"It was then Cuchillo who told you the secret! I was 
almost sure of it— but are you also certain?** 

" As certain as I am tlmt I shall one day appear before 
Ood. Poor Don £sstevan related to me how the existence 
and position of the treasure became known to CuchDlo ; it 
was in assassinating his associate who had first discovered it. 

"And now if you decide that this man who has twice at- 
tempted your life deserves exemplary punishment, you have 
only to determine upon it." 

As he finished these woi*ds, Pedro Diaz tightened his 
horse's girths, and prepared to depart. 

" One word moreI»' cried Fabian, " has Cuchillo long pos- 
sessed this grey horse, which, as you may be aware, has a 
habit of stumbling f** 

" More than two years from what I have heard.^ 

This last scene had escaped the bandit's observation, the 
thicket of cotton-trees concealing it from his sight; besides^ 
he was too much absorbed in the contemplation of his ti 
sures to turn his eyes away from them. 

Seated upon the sand, he was crouched down amidst 
innumerable pieces of gold which surrounded him, and 
had already begun to pile up upon his serape, all tho««u He 1 
chosen, when Diaz f nished his terrible rer^Iatf^n. 
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^Aht it is a fearful and fatal day,'' said Fa.rian, in whose 
DiiBd the latter part of this revelation left no room ibrdonbt. 
** What ought I do with this man ? Yon, who both know 
what he has done with my adopted father, Pep6 — Bois- 
Rose — advise me, for my strength and resolution are coming 
to an end. I have experienced too many emotions for one 
day" 

^Does the vile wretch, who cut your father's throat, 
deserve more consideration than the noble gentleman, who 
murdered your mother, my son P* answered the Canadian, 
resolutely. 

** Whether it be your adopted father or any others who 
have been his victims, this brigand is worthy of death,** 
added Diaz, as he mounted upon his saddle, '^ and I abandon 
liim to your justice," * 

^ It is with regret that I see yon depart," wd Bois-Rose 
to the adventurer, ^^ a man who like yourself is a bitter 
enemy to the Indians, would have been a companion whose 
society I should have appreciated." 

^ My duty recalls me to the camp, which I quitted under 
the influence of Don Estevan's unhappy star," replied the 
adventurer, ^ but there are two things I shall never forget ; 
they are, the conduct of generous enemies, and the oath I 
have taken never to reveal to a living creature the existence 
of this Golden Valley.*' 

As he finished these words, the loyal Dias quickly with* 
drew, reflecting upon the means of reconciling his respect 
for his word, with the care and safety of the expedition 
mtrusted to him by its leaded, previous to his death. 

The three friends speedily lost sight of him. 

The sun shone out, and, glancing down from the Ooldec 
Valley, discovered Cuchillo, greedily bending over his trea 
Bures, and the three hurte-^ i^oMiair o»ni¥nl vntorciP^ tjiooi 
selvet respeo^^n£c b^m 
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FaUan had listened in nlenoe to Bois-Rose'H advicei, aa 
well as that given hj Diaa previoos to his departure ; and he 
only widted the counsel of the old carahinier. 

^ YoQ have taken/' said the latter, in his turn, ^a yo«r, 
from which nothing ought to release yon; the wife of Arel* 
lanos received it from you on her death-bed ; you have her 
husband's murderer in your power ; there is nothing here to 
deny it.*' 

Then, observing a look of anxious indecitton in Fabian's 
countenance, he added, with that bitter irony which formed 
a part of his character : *^ But after all, if this duty is so 
repugnant to you, I shall undertake it ; for not having the 
least ill will against Cuchillo, I can hang him without a 
scruple. Tou will see, Fabian, that the knave will not 
testify any surprise at what I am going to tell him. Fd- 
lows who have such a £ice as Cuchillo's expect to be hnng 
every day." 

As he concluded this judicious reflexion, Pep£ apjMroaohed 
the green hedge, which separated them from the out- 
law. 

Tlie latter, unconscious of all that had taken plaee aroond 
him — dazzled, blinded, by the golden rays, whidi reflected 
the sun's light over the sur&ce of the valley — had heard and 
seen nothing. 

With fingers doubled up, he was busied runmiagtng 
amongst the sand with the eagerness of a fiunished jackal 
disinterring a corpse. 

^Master Cuchillo I a word, if you please," cried Pep6, 
drawing aside the branches of the cotton shrubs; ^Mastf- 
CuchiUol" 

3at Cuchillo did not hear. 

It was only when he had been called three times that 
turned around, and discovered his excited countenance 
the carabinier — after having, by a spontaneous movemen 



THE JUDGMENT OF OOD. 400 

SQspiinon, thrown a corner of his niantle over the gold ho had 
ooUeoted. 

" Master Cuchillo," resumed Pep6, " I heard yoa a little 
while ago give utterance to a philosophical maxim, which 
gave me the highest opinion of yoar character.^' 

** Come 1" said OuchiUo to himself wiping the sweat from 
hia forehead, '^here is some one else who requires my ser 
vices. These gentry are becoming impioident, but, por 
Dios I they pay handsomely.^ > 

Then aloud : 

^«A philosophical maxim?" said he, throwing away dis» 
dainfully, a handful oi sand, the contents of which would 
elsewhere have rejoiced a gold seeker. *^What is it? I 
utter many, and of tho best kind ; philosophy is my strong 
point." 

Pep6, on one side of the hedge, resting upon his rifle, in a 
auperb attitude of nonchalance, and the most imperturbable 
fiang froid, and Cuchillo, on the other side, with his heail 
stretched aoross the green indosure of the little valley, looked 
very much like two country neighbours, for the moment chat- 
ting familiarly together. 

Ko one, on seeing them thus, would have suspected the 
terrible catastrophe which was to follow thb pacific intercourse. 
The countenance- of the ex-carabinier, only exhibited a gra- 
cious smile. 

" You spoke truth," replied PepA, ** What signifies human 
destiny ; for twenty years past you say you have owed your 
life to the absence of a tree ?" 

"It is. true," affirmed Cuchillo, in an absent tone, "for a 
long time I preferred shrubs, but lately I have become recon- 
cilod to large trees." 

« Indeed 1" 

^* And yet it is still one of my favourite maxims, that a 
wise man must pass over many little inconveniences," 

18 • 
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*' True. And now I think of it,»* added Pepe, carelesslj, 
^' there an ou the summit of yonder steep hill, two magni- 
ficent pine trees which project over the abyss, and which 
twenty years ago, might have caused you veiy fierioaa 
anxiety." 

^^ I do not deny it ; but at present I am as easy about it 
as if they were only cactus plants." 

" Indeed 1» 

*' Indeed !" repeated Cuchillo, with some impatience. **' So 
then, you did me the honour to speak of me, and to what 
purpose ?" 

^^ Oh I a simple remark. My two companions and myself 
bad some reasons for suspecting that amongst these moun- 
tains a certain valley of gold was to be found ; but neverthe- 
less, it was only after long seeking that w^e found it. You 
also know it now, and even better than ourselves, since, 
unhesitatingly, and without losing an instant, you liave ap- 
propriated to yourself, between what you call a heap and 
what you have already collected, carramba— enough to build 
a church to your patron saint." 

Cuchillo, at the recollection of the imprudence he had been 
guilty o^ and at this indirect attack, felt his legs give way 
under him. 

^^ It is cei-tsdnly my intention not to employ this gold to 
any other purpose than a godly one," said he, concealing hut 
anguish as well as he could. "As to the knowledge of this 
wonderful valley, it is to — ^it is to chance that I owe it." 

" Chance always comes to the assistance of virtue," replied 
g^ epe, coldly. " Well, in your place, I should npt, never- 
vneless, be without anxiety touching the vicinity of Uiqs|? (wo 
J. me trees." 

" "What do you mean ?" cried Cuchillo, turning pale. 

^ Nothing — ^unless this may prove to you one of thos4» 
trifling incpnveniences^ about which you just now said a mail 
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■Qould uot trouble bimselC For Diosl you have enough 
l>ooty to render a king jealous." 

** But I acquired this gold legitimately — I committed no 
murder to obtain it. What I did was not worthless. The 
devil I I am not. in the habit of killing for nothing," cried 
Cuehillo, exasperated, and who, mistaking the carabinier's 
intentions, saw only in his alaiming innendoes regret at hi* 
defrauded cupidity. 

Like the sailor, who, orertaken by a storm, throws a part 
of his cargo overboard to save the rest, Cuchillo resolved 
with a sigh, to shun, by meana of a sacrifice, the danger with 
which he was threatened. 

** I again repeat to you," said he, in a low voice, " chance 
alone gave me a knowledge of this treasure; but I don't wish 
to be selfish. It is my intention to give you a share. Lis- 
ten," he continued, '^ there is in a certain place, a block of 
gold of inestimable value ; honest fellows should mulerstand 
one another, and this block shall be yours. Ah I your share 
will be better than "mine." 

** I hope so," said Pep6 ; " and in what place have you 
reserved me my portion ?" 

««Up yonder!" said Cuchillo, indicating the summit of th« 
pyramid. 

" Up yonder, near the pine trees ? Ah, master Cuchillo, 
how glad I am to find that you have not taken my foolish lit< 
tie joke amiss, and that these trees do not afiect you any 
more than if they were cactus plants I Between ourselves, 
Don Tiburdo, whom you perceive to be deeply absorbed, is 
only regretting in reality the enormous sum he has given you, 
(or a service which he could equally well have performed 
himself." 

^^ An enormous sum I it was but a vciy fair price, and at 
any rate I should have lost it," cried Cuchillo, recovei*ing all 
bis habitual impudence of manner, on seeing the change thai 
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had taken place in the conduct and to&e of the ex-cmr^ 
binier. 

" Agreed," continaed the latter ; " but in truth, he may 
have repented of the bargain; and I must avow that if be 
commanded me to blow your brains out, in order to get rid 
of yon, I should be compelled to obey him. Allow me, then, 
to call him here so as to restore his confidence ; or, better 
still, come and show me the portion, wliich joor mHaificence 
destines for me. Afterwards we each go our own way; and 
notwithstanding all you have said about it, the share assigned 
to you will surpass all your expectations." 

^^ Let us set off then," resumed Cuchillo, happy to see a 
negotiation — ^the probable result of which began to cause 
him serious uneasiness — temunate so satisfiictorily for him *, 
and, casting a glance of passionate tenderness upon a heap of 
gold which he had piled up upon his wrapper, he set off 
towards the summit of the pyramid. He had scarcely 
readied it, when, upon Pep6's invitaticm, Fabian and Bois« 
Rose began to ascend the steep on the other side< 

*^ No one can escape his fate," said Pep6 to Fabian, ^ and 
I had already proved to you that the rascal would testify no 
astonishment. Be that as it may, remember that yon have 
sworn to avenge the death of your adopted &ther, and that 
in these deserts you ought to shame the justice of cities, 
where such crimes go unpunished. To show mercy towards 
such a knave is an outrage to sodety ! Bois-Rose ! I shall 
need the assistance of your arm." 

The Canadian hunter, by a glance, interrogated him, for 
whom his blind devotion knew no boimds. 

^* Marcos Arellanos craved pardon and did not obtain it," 
said Fabian, no longer undedded, ^^ and as this man did to 
othei*s, so let it be done to him." 

And these three inexorable men seated themsdves solemnly 
upon the summit of the pyramid, where Cuchillo alreadj 
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Bindted tlieni. At right of the severe aspect of those whom 
he had inwardly so m&uj reasons to dread, Cuchillo felt a?l 
his apprehensions renewed. He endeavoured, however, l3 
recover his assurance. 

"Do jou see," said he, pointing out behind the sheet ol 
water, whose majestic torrent foamed beside them, " the spol 
where the block of gold sheds forth its dazzling rays ?" 

Bat the eyes of his judges did not turn in the direction he 
indicated. Fabian rose slowly ; his look caused the blood to 
curdle in the veins of the outlaw. 

•* Cuchillo I*» said he, you saved me from dying of thiist, 
and you have not done this for one who is ungrateful. I have 
forgiven you the stab with which you wounded me at the 
Hacienda del Yenado. I have pardoned another attempt you 
made near £1 Salto de Agua; also the shot which you only 
could have fired upon Ui from the summit of this pyramid. 
I might, in short, have forgiven every attempt you have made 
ta take away a life you once saved ; and with having pardoned 
yon, I have even recompensed you, as a king does not recom- 
pense the executioner of his justice." 

** I do not deny it ; but this worthy hunter, who has in- 
formed me with a great deal of circtmispection upon the 
delicate subject you wish to touch upon, ought also to inform 
you how reasonable he found me in the matter." 

"I have forgiven you," continued Fabian, "but there is 
one crime, amongst others, from which your own conscience 
ought not to absolve you."- 

"There is a perfect understanding between my oonscience 
and myself," resumed Cuchillo, with a gi'aciously sinister 
smile, " but it seems to me that we are getting away from 
our subject." 

" That friend whom you assassinated in such a cowardly 
manner " 

"Disputed with me the profits of a booty, and faith, the 
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consumption of brandy was very considerable,'* intcmziitel 
Cuchillo. " But permit me ^" 

'^Do not pretend t^ misunderstand me I" cried Fabiaa 
irritated by the knave's impudence. 

Cuchillo collected his thoughts. 

^^ If you allude to Tio Toinas, it is an a&ir which was 
never very well understod, but ^' 

Fabian opened his lips to form a distinct accusation -with 
reference to the assassination of Arellanos, when Pepe broke 
ill — 

^* I should be curious,'' he said, *^ to learn the real &cts con- 
cerning Tio Tomas : perhaps Master Cuchillo has not suffident 
leisure to recollect himself, which would be a pity." 

^' I hold it necessary," continued Cuchillo, flattered at the 
compliment, " to prove that men own such a susceptible ooo- 
science as mine; here then are the facts — My friend T^o 
Tomas had a nephew impatient to inherit his uncle's fortune ; 
I received a hundred dollars from the nephew to hasten ihe 
moment of his inheritance. It was very little for such a 
capital will. 

. "It was so little that I gave Tio Tomas warning, and 
received tioo hundred dollars to prevent bis nephew becom- 
ing his heir. I committed a £uilt in — despatching the nephew 
without giving him warning, as I ought to have done, perhaps. 
It was then I felt how inconvenient a quairelsome conscience 
like mine may become. I seized upon the only means of 
composition which was lefl me. The nephew's money was 
a continual remorse to me, and I resolved to get rid 
of it.'' 

"Of the money?" 

"Not so." 

" And you despatched the uncle as well ?" cried Pep& 

Cuchillo assented. 

"From that time my conscience had but.little to reproac 
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mo wiih. I had gained three hundred . dollars by the most 
ingenious integrity." . 

Cnchillo was yet smiling, when Fabian exclaimed— 

" Were you paid for assassinating Marcos Arellanos ?* 

At this astounding accusation a livid paleness overspread 
OnchUlo's features. 

lie could no longer disguise from himself the &te that 
awaited him. 

The bandage which covered his eyes fell suddenly; and to 
the flattering delusions with which he had deceived himself 
succeeded a formidable reality. 

^^ Marcos Arellanos !*' he stammered out in a weak voice, 
•* who told you that ? I did not kill him 1" 

Fabian smiled bitterly. 

" Who tells the shepherd," he cried, " where the den of 
the jaguar is to be found that devours his sheep t 

**' Who tells the vaquero where the horse that he pursues 
has taken refuge ? 

*'To the Indian, the enemy he seeks f 

" To the gold-seeker the ore, concealed by God ? 
. ^ The surface of the lake only does not preserve the trace 
of the bird which files over its waters, nor the form of the 
cloud which it reflects; but the earth, with its herbs and 
mosses, reveals to us sons of the desert, the print of the 
jaguar's foot as well as the horse^s hoof and the Indian's 
track ; do you not know it, even as I do ?" 

*^ I did not kill Arellanos," repeated the assassin. 

" You did kill him ; you cut his throat near to our common 
country; you threw his corpse into the river; the earth 
revealed it to me — since I noticed the defect in the horse you 
rode, as well as the wound in your leg, which you received 
in the struggle." 

"Pai'don, Don Tiburcio!" cried Cud illo, overwhelmed by 
the sudden revelation of these fiu^ts, to which God alone had 
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l^een witness. " Take back all the gold you gave me, bol 
fipare my life ; and to show my gratitude, I will kill all your 
enemies everywhere, and always at a sign from you— for 
nothing— even my father, if you command me; but in the 
name of the all powerful God, spare my life-^-spare me ray 
life !" he continued, crawling forward and clutching at 
Fabian's kne*>s. 

" Arellanos also craved for mercy ; did you listen to him?" 
said Fabian, turning away. 

^^ But when I killed him, it was that I might possess ail 
this gold myself. Now I restore it all for my life — what can 
you want more?" he continued, while he rensted Pepe's 
efforts, who was trying to prevent him from kissing Fabian^a 
fetit. 

With features distorted by excess of terror, a whitish foam 
upon his lips, hb eyes starting from his head, yet seeing 
nothing, Cucbillo still sued for mercy, as he endeavoured to 
crawl towards Fabian. He had by continued efforts reached 
the edge of the platform. Behind his head, the sheet of 
water fell foaming downwards. 

" Mercy, mercy I" he cried, " in the name of your mother 
—for Dona Rosarita's sake, who loves you, for I know that 
line loves you — ^I heard ^** 

" What ?" cried Fabian, in his turn rushmg towards 
Cuchillo, but the question expired upon his lips. 

Spurned along the earth by the carabinier's foot, Cuchillo 
with head and arms stretched back was hurled into the 
abyss I 

" Whajt have you done, Pep6 ?" exclaimed Fabian. 
* " The wretch,*' said the ex-carabinier, was not worth the 
cord which might have hung him, nor the bullet that would 
have sent him out of the world. 

A piercing cry, — a cry which rose from the abyss — ^which 
drowned their voices and was heard above the roar of th« 
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eascade, cansed Fabaian to stretch hig head forward and 
withdraw it again in horror. Hanging to the branches of 
a shrub which bent beneath his weight, and which scarce 
adhering to the sides of the rock, was fast giving way^ 
Cnchillo hung oTer the abyss, howling forth his terror and 
anguish. 

*^PIelp I" be shouted, in a voice despairing as the damned. 
"Help! if you are human beings — ^help I*' 

The three friends exchanged a glance of unutterable mean- 
ing, as each one mped the sweat from his brow. 

Suddenly the bandit's voice grew £dnt, and amidst horri« 
ble bursts of laughter, like the shrieks of a lunatic, were 
heard the last inarticulate words that escaped his lips. 

A moment after, and the noise of the cascade alone broke 
the sUenoe of the desert. The abyss had swallowed up him, 
whose life had been a long tissue of crime. 



CHAPTER Ml. 

THS MAK 07 THB BED KSBCHIBF. 

Stz months have elapsed since the three hunters, witbout 
deigning to carry with them a single grain of the treasures 
of the valley of gold, directed their steps, following the 
course of the Rio Gila, to the plains of Texas. The rainy had 
succeeded to the dry season, without anything being known 
of their fate, or of the expedition commanded by Don £ste- 
van de Arechiza. 

Diaz was no more, having carried with him to the tomb the 
secret of the wonderful valley — and Gayfnros had followed 
bis thrne liberators. What had become .*f these intrepid 
banters who had willingly encountered fatigues, privatioQi 

18* 
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and dangers, instead of returning to civilived life ? Wert 
they as rich and powerful as they might have been ? Had 
the desert claime<f these three noble spirits, as it has done so 
many others f Like the monk, who seeks in the silence of 
the cloister forgetfulness of the world's vain show, had Fabian 
in the sublimity of solitude been able to forget the woman 
who loved him, and who secretly hoped for and expected 
his retui-n ? 

What we are about to relate will answer these questions. 

One. sultry afternoon, two men, mounted and armed to the 
teeth, pursued the lonely road which leads from the utmost 
confines of the province of Sonora to the Presidio of Tubac. 
Their costume, the coarse equipment of their steeds, and the 
beauty of the latter, formed on the whole a striking contrast, 
and seemed to indicate subalterns despatched by some rioh 
proprietor, either to carry or to seek information. 

The first was clothed in leather from head to foot, like the 
vaquero of some noble hacienda; the second, dark and 
bearded like a Moor, though less simply attired than his 
companion, did not appear to be of much greater considera- 
tion. 

At the end of a journey of some days the white houses of 
the Presidio began to appear in the distance. The two cava* 
Hers had probably exliausted every subject of conversation, 
for they trotted on in silence. 

The scanty vegetation which covered the plains they were 
crossing was again becoming parched by the sun, after the 
winter rains ; and the dry grass harboured innumerable grass- 
hoppers, whose shrill note was heard incessantly, mingled 
with the scorching breath of the south wind. The foliage 
of the Peruvian trees drooped languidly over the burning 
sand, like the willows upon the banks of a stream. 

The two cavaliers arrived at the entrance of the Presidio 
just as the church clock sounded the evening anffelu$* 
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Tnliac was then a village with two cross streets, itsboRses 
built of cement, with onlj a few windows in the fi'ont, as is 
the custom in places exposed to the sudden excursions of the 
Indians. Strong moveable barriers, formed bj trunks of trees, 
protected the four approaches to the village ; and a piece of 
the artillery of the country, raised upon its carriage, was 
erected behind each of these barriers* 

Previous to following the new comers into the Presidio, we 
must relate an incident which, insignificant in itself, never- 
theless acquired some importance in the heart of a solitary 
village of Tubac. 

During the space of a fortnight a mysterious personage — 
Inasmuch as he was unknown to the inhabitants ^f the Presidio 
—had frequently, and for a shoH time, appeared there. He 
was a mail of about forty years of age, thin, but rough and 
vigorous in appearance, whose countenance seemed to tell of 
Mangel's overcome, but whose speech was as rare as his phy* 
' siognomy was expressive. He replied shortly to any ques- 
tions addressed to him ; but, on the other hand, he asked a 
great many, and appeared particularly anxious to know what 
was passing at the Hacienda del Venado. 

Some of the inhabitants of the Presidency knew the rich 
proprietor very well by repute, but few amongst them — or, 
one might rather say, none of them— were so thoroughly 
acquainted with Don Augustin Pena, as to be capable of 
answering the questions of the stranger. 

Everybody in Tubac remembered the gold-seekers' expe- 
dition which had set out six months pre^'iously ; and accor« 
ing to some vague replies given by the mysterious personage, 
it was suspected that he knew more upon the matter than he 
cliose to rdveal. He had, he pretended, encountered in the 
deserts of the Apache country, a troop commanded by Don 
Estevan in a very critical position, and he had reason for 
believing that they must have fought ft last and terrible on 
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gagement Ti^ith the Indians, from the result cf which he 
augured no good. 

The evening before the arrival of the two travellers, he 
had inquired what direction he ought to take to reach Don 
Augustin'8 house; and, above al), he had testified a great 
wish to learn whether Doiia Rosarita was still unmarried. 

The unknown always wore on his head a red chequered 
handkerchief^ the folds of which hung down over his eyes ; 
and in consequence of this headdress he always went by the 
name of the " man with the red kerchief." 

This being explained, l^t us now return to our two travel- 
lers. 

The new comers — ^whose arrival created some sensation — 
on entering the presidency, directed their steps towards 
one of the houses of the village, at the door of which sat a 
man, who was soothing his leisure hours by playing upon the 
^itar. 

One of the cavaliers, addressing him, said — 

" Santas tardea I my master ; will you afford hospitality 
to two strangers for a day and a night?" 

The musician rose and bowed courteously. 

"Pray dismount, noble cavaliers," he answered, **this 
dwelling is at your service as long as you please to remain." 

Such is the simple ceremonial of hospitality still in vogue 
in these distant countries. 

The cavaliers dismounted from their horses, in the midst 
of an idle group who had collected around them, and who 
observed the two strangers with considerable curiosity — ^for 
in the Presidio of Tubac an arrival is a rare event. 

The host silently assisted his guests to unsaddle their 
horses, but the more inquisitive of the crowd did not exer- 
cise so much discretion, and without scruple addressed a 
multitude of questions to the travellers. 

"Good people," said one of the cavaliers, •Met /» fiPHi 
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attend to oar horses, and afterwards, when we have taken a 
tnouthfol of food, we shall have a chat. My comrade and 
myself hare come here for that very purpose.*' 

Thus saying, the bearded cavalier unfastened his gi^ntio 
spurs, threw them across his horse^s saddle, which he depo- 
sited, together with its woollen covering carefully folded, in 
the piazza attached to the house. 

The two strangers did not dwell long over their repast*. 
They soon rejoined their host upon the threshold, and sat 
down beside hira. 

Their questioners had not yet departed from the house. 

" I am the more inclined,*' resumed the bearded traveller, 
** to inform you all of the object of our visit to the Presidio, 
since we are sent by our master to ask yon a few questions. 
Will that be agreeable to yon ?" 

** Perfectly," replied several voices, ** and first, may we 
know who your master is ?" 

'* He is Don Angustin PeiSa ; you are not without some 
knowledge of his name ?" 

" The proprietor of the great Hacienda del Venado — a 
man worth three millions! Who does not know him?" 
replied one of the bystanders. 

**He is the same. This cavalier, whom you see, is a 
Taquero, entrusted with the care of the beasts of the haci- 
enda ; for myself, I am a majordomo attached to the service 
of the proprietor. Would you have the kindness, my dear 
friend, to give me a light for my cigar?" continued the 
bearded majordomo. 

He paused to light his cigar of maize husk, and then re* 
Rimed : 

*^ Six months ago an expedition set out from here in search 
of gold dust. This expedition was headed by one iiamed-^ 
let me see — carrail I have heard him called by so many 
names that I cannot remember any !" 
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*^ Don Estcvui Arechiza ?" replied one of the interlocaton^ 
*^ a Spaniard, and one such as we do not often see in thif 
oounlry ; one who seemed, by his noble deportment and 
majestic countenance, to hnvc commanded all his life." 

^*' Don Estevan Arechisa : the very same/' said the major- 
domo, '* a man who as far exceeds all others in genel-osity 
as a gamester who haA just won a fortune. But .let m« 
return to the expedition ; about how many men composed it^ 
do you guess ?" 

" More than eighty started out with it." 

*' More than a hundred," suggested another. 

^^ You are mistaken — the number was not a hmidred in 
all," interrupted a third. 

" That matters little to Don Augustin, my master. It is 
^ar more important to know how many returned." 

Upon this point also there were two different opinions. 

" Not a single one," remarked a voice. 

'^ Yeif; there was one, and but one," continued another. 

The majordomo rubbed his hands with an oir of satis&o* 
tion. 

^Goodl" said he, ** then at least one is saved, provided 
this gentleman, who declares that all the gold-seekers arenol 
dead, be rightly informed, as I hope he is." 

**• Do you not think," said the last who had spoken, ^ that 
the man of the red handkerchief may not be one of those 
whose departure we witnessed six months ago ? I would 
SM-ear to it by the cross and Gospel.* - 
- " No I not so I" cried another, " that man never set foot in 
the Presidio before the other day." 

" In any case," inteiTupted a third, " the man of the 
handkerchief has doubtless something of interest in stoi 
for Don Augustin Pena, since he has so often inquired ab 
him. With these gentlemen, he will probably be more oc 
municative than with us." 
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•*That will be just irhat we desire," resumed the major 
domo. 

** You must know, then, and I may without indiscretion 
inform yon," continued he, ^Hhat Don Augustin Pena, whom 
God preserve, was the intimate friend of Seiior Arechiza, and 
that he has had no news of hun for six months past, which 
%rouId be natural enough if he has been massacred by the 
Indians with all the rest. But my master is anxious for his 
return, that he may marry his daughter, Dona liosarita, a 
beautiful and charming person, to the Senator Don Yicente 
Tragaduros. Months have elapsed, and since the hacienda 
is not on the main road from Arispe to Tubao, and that we 
cannot gaih information from any one upon the subject of 
this deplorable expedition, Don Augustin determined upon 
sending us here to inquire about it. When he shall have 
established the fact that Don Estevan's return is impo&sible 
—and as young girls do not readily meet with Senators 
in the heart of the desert — nor do the latter often find there 
girls whose marriage portion is woith two hundred thousand 
piastres—" 

" Carrambal that is a high figure." 

" True, friend," continued the majordomo, " then the pro- 
jected marriage will take place to the mutual satisfaction of 
all parties. Such is the object of our journey to Tubac. I£, 
therefore, you can conduct me to him whom you describe as 
the sole survivor of this expedition, we shall perhaps learn 
from him what we wish to discover." 

The conversation had reached this stuge, when, at some 
distance from the house where it was taking place, a iiian 
was seen passing, with his head bent downwards. 

** See !" said one of the party, pointing to the man in quc3« 
tion ; " there goes your sole survivor." 

" In truth, it is a person whose conduct is sufficiently mys- 
prions," a Ided the host. ^^ For some days past he has donf 
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nothing bnt come and go, from one place to anotfaer, witb 
out informing any one of the ohject of his joiii-ncjings.** 

" If it please you, we shall question him ?'• proposed one. 

" Hola 1 friend I" cried another of the party ; ** come this 
way ; here is a gentleman who is anxious to see and speak 
with you,** ^ 

The mysterious unknown approached at the summons. 

" Sefior cavalier," said the majordomo, courteously ad 
dre»dng him, ** it is not to gratify an idle curiosity that I 
now address you ; but the master whom I serve feels a natu- 
ral anxiety at the disappearance of a fi^end, whose death he 
would greatly deplore. What do you know of Don Estevan 
de Arechiza ?" 

^^ Many things. But, pray what is the name of the master 
of whom you speak ?" 

"Don Augustin Pefia — proprietor of the Hacienda dd 
Venado." 

A ray of joy lit up the countenance of the unknown, 

" I am able," he said, " to furnish Don Augustin with all 
Ihe information he may desire. IIow many days' journey k 
it from hence to the hacienda ?" 

** Three days' journey, with a good horse." 

" I possess a capital one ; and if you can wait for me until 
to-morrow evening, I shall accompany you, and communi* 
cate with Don Augustin in person." 

" Be it so," answered the majordomo. 
"Very well," added the man of the red handkerchief; ••to 
morrow at this same hour we will start, so that we may 
travel by night, and so escape the heat." 

Saying this, he took his departure, when the majordomo 
remarked : 

" It must be agreed, gentlemen, that nothing can excee<i 
the complaisance of this cavalier of the red hankerchieC" 

The arrangement did not satisfy the bystanders, who w«r( 
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thoroughly disappointed ; but their interest was renewed, on 
seeing the man of the red handkerchief pass by on horseback, 
and depart at fiill speed towards the north. 

The unknown kept his promise : and on the day following 
he returned at the hour of the evening angdus. 

Don Augustin's two envoys took leave of their host, assur- 
ing him of a kind welcome, if ever his affairs led him in the 
direction of the Hacienda del Vcnado. Even the poorest 
in this primitive country, would blush to receive any other 
reward for hospitality than sincere thanks, and a promise 
that they in their turn should receive it. 

The three horsemen set off at full speed ; the horse of the 
unknown equalled in strength and mettle those of Don 
Augustin's envoys. The journey was rapidly accomplished ; 
and at dawn of the third day, they could trace in the dis- 
tance the clock-tower of the Hacienda del Venado, and an 
hour afterwards they dismounted in the courtyard. Although 
it was at that early hour when the sun sheds its most en- 
livening rays, everything which surrounded this habitation 
bore the stamp of melancholy. One nfiight have supposed 
that the gloomy nature of the inmates was reflected upon its 
exterior. 

Dona Rosarita was dying of grief; and this filled the 
haciendado' with the deepest anxiety. Don Augustin's 
daughter could not help the belief that Fabian yet lived. 
But why, then, had not Tiburcio, as she always called him, 
returned to the hacienda ? Either he was dead, or he no lon- 
ger loved her I It was this uncertainty that gave rise to 
Dona Rosarita's deep dejection. 

Another source of anxiety to the haciendado, was the 
absence of all news from the Duke de Armada ; and to this 
anxiety was added impatience. The projected marriage be- 
tween Rosarita and the Senator had been devised by Don 
Estevan. Ti*agaduros had urged its fulfilment. Don Augu» 
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tin had laid the proposal before his daughter ; bat she rifplicd 
only by tears ; knd her father still hesitated. 

However, at the expii-ation of six moDths, it was deter* 
mined to put an end to the uncertainty by sending to the 
Presidio for information concerning the expedition com- 
manded by Don Estevan. It was the last respite that poor 
Kosarita had ventured to demand. 

The Senator had absented himself for some days from the 
hacienda, when the majordomo returned, and Don Aug^ustin 
was infonned of the arrival of a stranger who could 
remove his uncertainty. He ordered the stranger to be in- 
troduced into the chamber already known to the reader ; and 
Dona Kosarita, who had been sent for, speedily joined her 
father. 

In a few momenta the stranger presented himself. A wide 
felt hat, to which on entering he raised his hand without re- 
moving it, shaded his face, upon which a keen anxiety was 
visible. From beneath the broad brim of his hat a red hand> 
kerchief fell so low upon his forehead as almost to concesJ 
his eyebrows, and from beneath its shadow he gazed with 
a singular interest upon the pale countenance of the young 
girl. 
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Heb head veiled bj a silk scarf which partly ooncealod the 
hixuriant tresses of her dark hair as tljey fell in luxariant 
clusters upon her bosom, Dona Rosarita's conntenance gave 
vvklcnce of long and secret suffering. 

As she seated herself, a look of deep disquietude increased 
her paleness. It seemed as though the young girl feared the 
approach of a moment, in which she might be required to 
renounce those sweet dreams of the past, for the reality of a 
future she dared not contemplate. 

When the stranger waA also seated the haciendado ad- 
dressed him. 

"We are indebted to you, my friend," he said, "for 
travelling thus far to biing us news which I have been fore- 
warned may prove of a very sad nature; nevertheless we 
must hear all. God's will be done !" 

** My news is in truth sad ; but as you say it is necessary,*' 
and the stranger, laying a stress upon these last words, seemed 
to address himself more particularly to Do5a Rosarita, " that 
you should hear all. I have been witness to many things 
yonder ; and the desert does not conceal so many secrets as 
one might suppose." 

The young girl trembled slightly, while she fixed upon the 
man of the red handkerchief a deep and searching glance. 
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" Go on, friend," said she, in her melodious voice, " w% 
ghall have courage to hear all." 

" What do you know of Don Estevan ?" resumed the hsA 
endado. 

" lie is dead, SeHor." 

A si<?h of grief escaped Don Augustin, and he rested hie 
/ioad upon his hands. 

" Who killed hhn ?" he asked. 

" 1 know not, but he is dead." 

" And Pedro Diaz — ^that man of such noble and disinter- 
e^ed feeling?" 

•* He, like Don Estevan, is no more of this world," 

"And his friends CuchiUo, Oroohe, and Baraja?" 

" Dead as well as Pedro Diae, all dead except — ^but wiA 
your leave, Senor, I shall commence my narrative at an ear- 
lier period. It is necessary that you should know alL" 

" Wo shall listen to you patiently." 

" I need not detail," resumed the narrator, " the dangera 
of every kind, nor the various oombats in which we were 
engaged since our departure. Headed by a chief who 
inspired us with boundless confidence, we shared his perfls 
cheerfully." 

"Poor Don Estevan !" murmured the haciendado, 

" During the last halt in which I was present, a report 
spread through the camp that we were in the vicinity of an 
immense treasure of gold. Cuchillo, our guide, deserted us ; 
he was absent two days. It was doubtless God's will that 1 
should bo saved, rince it inspired Don Estevan with the idea 
of sending me in search of him. He therefore command^'^ 
me to scour the country in the environs of the camp. 

" I obeyed him, notwithstanding the danger of the mis 
sion, and went in search of our guide's footsteps. Afl 
some time I was fortunate enough to find his traces ; wh. 
all at once I perceived in the distance a party of Apack< 
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engaged in a hant of wild horses. I turned my horse's heaci 
round as quickly as possible, but the ferocious yells wluch 
burst oat on every side told me that I was discovered." 

The stranger, in whom the reader has doubtless recognised 
Gay feros, the unfortunate man who had been scalped, paused 
an instant as though overcome by horrible recollections. 
Then in continuation, he related the manner in which he was 
captured by the Indians, his angujsh when he thought of the 
torm^ts they were preparing for him, the desperate strug- 
gle by which he kept up in his race against them with naked 
feet, and the inexpressible sufferings he endured. 

"Seized by one of them,'' said he, "I was struck by a 
blow which felled me to the earth ; then I felt the keen edge 
of a knife trace, as it were, a circle of fire around my head. 
I heard a gun fired, a ball hissed close to my ears, and I 
lost all consciousness. I cannot tell how many minutes passed 
thus. The sound of a second shot caused me to open my 
eyes, but the blood which covered my &ce blinded me ; I 
rused my hand to my head, wliich felt both burning and fro- 
sen. My skull was bare, the Indian had torn off the hair 
with the scalp attached to it. In short, they had scalped 
me ! That is the reason, Seiior, that I now wear this red 
handkerchief both by day and by night." 

During his recital, a cold perspiration covered the narra- 
tor's countenance. His two listeners shuddered with horror. 

After a momentary pause, he continued : 

*' I ought perhaps to spai*e you, as well as myself, otaer 
0ad details." 

Gayferos then related to his auditors the unexpected assis- 
tance he had obtained from the three hunters who had taker. 
refuge upon the little island, and was describing the moment 
in which Bois-Rose carried him off in the presence of the 
Indians, \vhen this heroic action drew from Don Augdstln't 
Ups a cry of admiration. 
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** But there were then a score on this littlo idand?^ inten 
rupted he. 

" Reckoning the giant who carried me in his arms ther« 
were but three," continued the narrator. 

^^ Santa Virgeti!^'* they were trostjmen then — ^bnt con 
tinue," 

The adventurer resnmed : 

'^ The companion of him who had carried me in his armS| 
was a man of about the same age — ^that is, near five-and-forty. 
JTbere was, besides, a young man, of a pale but proud coun- 
tenance, a sparkling eye, and a sweet smile ; by my fisdth, a 
handsome young man, SeSorita ; such a one as a father might 
with pride o\i^ as a son — such as a lady misrht be proud and 
happy to see at her feet. During a shoit interval of oahn, 
which succeeded the horrible agonies I had suffered, I found 
time to question the preservers of my life concerning their 
names and occupation ; but I could learn nothing from them 
except that they were hunters, and travelled for their own 
pleasure. That was not very probable, still I made no obser- 
vation.*' 

Doiia Rosarita could not quite suppress a sigh : perhaps 
she expected to be reminded of a &miliar name. 

Gayferos continued the recital of various facts with which 
the reader is already acquainted. 

"Alas, Sefiorita,^^ he continued, "the poor young man 
was himself captured by the Indians, and his punishment wafl 
to avenge the death of their companions.** 

At this part of the narrative, Doiia Rosarita*s cheek bevamo 
deadly pale. 

" Well, and the young man,** interrupted the haciendado, 
who was, almost as miich moved as the daughter, on hearing 
these sad events, " what became of him ?'• 

Rosarita, who had remained silent as the narrator proceeded, 
returned by a look of tender acknowledgment^ the solidtudfi 
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Li/r father testified for the young man, for whom, in spite of 
herself, she felt so deep an interest. 

"Three- days and three nights were consumed in fearful 
anguish, relieved only by a feeble ray of hope. At length, 
on the morning of the fourth day, we were able unawares to 
fall upon our sangubary foes ; and after a desperate struggle, 
the warlike giant succeeded in reconquering the youth, who, 
safe and sound, he again pressed to his heart, calling him hia 
beloved child." 

'^ Heaven be praised I" exclaimed the haciendado, with a 
sigh of relie£ 

Bosarita remained silent, but her colour suddenly return- 
ing, testified to the pleasure she experienced : while a joyous 
smile lit up her countenance on hearing the last words of th<^ 
narrator. 

"Continue!" said the haciendado; "but in your recital, 
which is deeply interesting to a man who was himself during 
six months held captive by the Indians, I seek in vain for 
any details relative to poor Don Entevan^s deaths" 

" I am ignorant of them,'* continued Gayferos, " and I can 
only repeat the words spoken by the youngest of the three 
hunters, when I questioned him upon the subject." 

** He is dead," said the young man to me, " you yourself 
are the last survivor of a numerous expedition ; when you 
■hall have returned to your own country— for," added he, 
with a sigh, " you have perhaps some one, who in grief num- 
bers the days of your absence — they will question you con- 
cerning the fate of your chief, and the men he commanded. 
You will reply to them, that the men died fighting — as to 
their chief, that he was condemned by the justice of God, and 
that the divine sentence pronounced against him, was exe- 
cuted in the desert. Don Estevan Arechiza will never again 
return to his friends. 

*^ Poor Don Estevan I" exclaimed the haciendado. 
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^ And jou ci»Hld never learn the names of the^e brava^ 

generous, and devoted men ?" asked Dona Rosarita 

"Not at the moment," oontinued Gayferos; **onIy it 
appeared strange to me, that the youngest of the three 
hunters spoke to me of Don Eateran, Dias, Orpche, and 
Baraja, as though he knevr th€^m perfectly." 

A pang shot through Dona R<MUuita's heart, her bosom 
heaved, her oheetcs were dyed with a deep crimson, then 
became pale again as the flowers of the daiurOi bat she atiU 
remained silent. 

" I draw towards the close of my recital," continued Gay» 
^eros. " After having recovered the brave warrior's son from 
the Apaches, we journeyed towards the pljuns of Texas. I 
shall not relate to you ail the dangers we encountered during 
six months of our wandering life, as hunters of the otter and 
the beaver, nevertheless, it had its charms ; but there was 
one amongst us, who was far from finding this life agreeahle. 
This was our young companion. 

" When I iaw him for the first time I was struck by the 
melancholy expression of his countenance, but afterwards, as 
v/e journeyed together, I noticed that this melancholy, instead 
of decreasing, seemed daily to augment. The old hunter, 
whom I believed to be his &ther (I know now that he is not), 
t'>ok every opportunity of calling his attention to the magni- 
ficence of the vast forest in which we lived, the imposing 
scenes of the desert, or the charm of the perils we encoun- 
tered. They were vain efforts, for nothing could banish the 
grief that consumed him. He seemed only to forget it in the 
midst of the dangers he eagerly sought. One might h—" 
supposed that life to him was no more than a heavy bur 
which he desired to get rid o£ 

^^FuU of compassion for him, I often said to the old hunU 
•Solitude is only suited to an advanced age, youth delight 
activity, and in the presence of its equals. Let us retur 
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jnr Ittbitations.' But the giant odIj sighed withoat f^ 

**' Soon afterwards the maimer of the two hantersi who 
loTed their yoang companion as a aon^ became also saddened. 

*^ One night while the young man and I were watching, I 
recalled a name whidi six months before he had uttered in 
hie sleep. I th^ learned the secret of that grief which was 
slowly consuming him. He hv^ and solitude had but 
increased a passion which he yainly sought to stifle.'' 

Gayferos paused an instant to cast a searching glance upon 
the countenances of his auditors, especially upon that of DofEa 
Rosaiita. He appeared to take a secret pleasure in exciting 
the young girl by the recital of all the circumstances best 
calculated to touch the heart of a woman. 

As a warrior and a hunter, the haciendado did not attempt 
to conceal the interest with which the stranger's narrative 
was inspiring him. 

Rosarita, on the contrary, endeavoured, under a mask of 
•tudicd coldness, to conceal the charm she experienced on 
listening to this romance of heart and action^ whose most 
■tirring pages were so considerately opened to her by the 
intdligent narrator. 

But her heightened colour and the Are in her large dark 
eyes completely belied her efforts. 

^^Aht" cried Don Augustin, ^if these three brave men 
bad been under Don Sstevan's command, the fate of the 
expedition might have been far different." 

** I am of the same opinion," replied Gayferos, " but Qod 
had ordunod it otherwise. Meanwhile," he continued, '^ I 
felt a great longing again to see my native land, but grati* 
tnde required tbatl should conceal it. But the old warrior 
divined my thoughts, and one day addressed me on this sub- 
ject. 

^ Too generous to suffer me alone to brave the dangers of 
10 
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mj liomeward journej, the giant hanter lesolved to accom* 
pany me aa &r as Tubao. His oompaniou did Dot oppoM 
his resolution, and we set out for the frontier. The young 
man alone seemed to follow as rdaotantlj in this direedoiu 

*^ I shall not describe oar fiitigaes and the varioaa difficul- 
ties we surmoonted in the coarse of car long and periloiia 
joomey. I wish, however, to speak of one of oar faut 
encounters with the Indians. 

*^ In order to reach the Presidio we were oblig^ to oroas 
the chain of the Rocky Mountains. It was towards the 
approach of night that we found ourselves amongst theit 
> gloomy solitudes, and we were obliged to halt. 

*^Thi8 is a spot much frequented by the Indians, and we 
could not encamp without the greatest precaution. 

^^ Nothing, as it seems to me, can better resemble the 
abode of r»ondemned souls than these mouutiuns, where we 
spent the night. At every moment strange sounds, wbidi 
appeared to proceed from the cavities of the rodss, broke 
upon our ears. At one time it was a volcano, which rambled 
with dull and heavy noise beneath us, or the distant roar of 
a cataract : sometimes resembling the howling of wolves or 
plaintive cries ; and from time to time dreadful flashes of 
lightning tore aade the veil of mist which eternally coven 
these mountains. 

^^ For fear of a surprise we had encamped npon a rock 
which projected, in the form of a table, above a wide open 
valley about fifty feet below us. The two elder hunters were 
asleep ; the youngest alone kept watch. It was his tank, and 
as usual he had been compelled to insist upon it — for ^'i 
companions seemed unwilling thus to allow him to share th * 
toils. 

** As for mjTself, sick and suffering, I was stretched u] i 
the ground. After many vain efforts to obtain a little rest, . 
length I slept, when a frightful dream awoke ne with a st' 



THX BTRJLNOXB^S STOBT. 481 

" *IMd you bear nothing ?^ I asked of the jonng man, in 
m lour voiee. * Nothing,' he replied, ^ except the rambling of 
the subterranean volcanoes in the mountains.' ^ Say, rather, 
that we are here in an accursed spot,' I continued, and then 
I related mj dream to him* 

*^ ^ It is, perhaps a warning,' he said gravely. *I remem 
bar one night to have had just such a dream, when — ^ 

^ The young man paused. He had advanced to the edge 
of the rock. I crawled after him mechanically. The same 
object arrested our attention at the same moment. 

^ One of those spirits of darkness which might have in- 
habited such a spot, appeared suddenly to have acquired a 
visible form. It was a kind of phantom, with the head and 
akin of a wol^ but erect upon its legs like a human being. I 
made the sign of the cross, and murmured a prayer, but the 
l^antom did not stir, 

*^ * It is the devil,' I whispered. 

^ * It is an Indian,' replied the young man ; ^ there are his 
companions at some distance.' 

^ In sliort, our eyes, well practised in making out objects 
in the dark, could distinguish about twenty Indians, stretched 
npoc the ground, and who, in truth, had no idea of our 
vicinity. 

*^ Ah, SeSorita I" added the narrator, addressing himself to 
Doiia Rosarita, *Mt was one of those opportunities fraught 
with danger, which the poor young man sought with so 
much avidity ; and your heart, like mine, would have been 
torn at beholding the sad joy which sparkled in his eyes ; for 
the further we travelled in this direction the more his melan* 
eholy seemed to increase. 

*^ ^ Let us wake oar friends,' I suggested. 

^*No; let me go alone. These two men have done 
enough for me.^ It is now my turn to run a risk for them 
iiidy if I die, I shall forget — ' 
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*^Ab he spoke these words the jonng man quitted me^ 
made a detour, and I lost sight of him — ^withoat, howev^ 
ceasing to behold the frightful apparition which continiiecl 
immoTeable in the same spot. 

*^ All at once I saw another dusky shapei which rushed 
towards the phantom and seized it by the throats The two 
forms grappled with one another. The struggle was short 
and noiseless, and one might have belieyed them two spirits, 
I prayed to God in behalf of the poor young man who thiu 
exposed his life with so much indifference and intrepidUy* 
A short time afterwards I saw him return ; the blood was 
fiowiug over his &ce from a large wound on his head« 

^' ' Oh, Heavens !' I cried ; * you are wounded." 

^'^It is nothing,' he said; *I will now wake our oom- 
panions.' 

^^ What do you think, Sefiorita ?** continued the narrator. 
^ Was not my dream a warning from God 1 A party of 
Indians, whom we had put to flight on the other side of the 
mountains— had followed our trade in order to revenge tin 
blood of their companions, which had been spilt upon the 
banks of the Gila — at the place where we had rescued the 
young man. 

^' But the Indians had to contend with terrible adversariesL 
Their sentinel was the phantom who had been kiUed by the 
courageous hunter before he had time to utter a cry of 
alarm, and the rest, surprised in their sleepi were nearly aU 
stabbed ; a few sought safety in flight. 

*' The night had not passed before this new exploit wee 
accomplished. 

^^The tall hunter hastened to drees the wound ox a 
TouDg man, whom he loved as a son ; and the latter, o "- 
come with fatigue, stretched himself upon the ground ^ i 
slept. 

" In the meantime his two friends ^vatched by his w j 
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giuord his sleep, whilst I in sadness contemplated his altered 
countenance, his reduced figure, and the blood-stained ban* 
dage with which his head was bound.'* 

" Poor youth," interrupted Dona Kosarita, gently ; "stiJ 
9o young, and yet compelled to lead a life of incessant dan- 
ger. And his father, also, he must have trembled for the life 
of a beloved son ?" 

*^ Beloved^ as yon say, Senorita," continued the narrator. 

'^During a period of six months I was a daily witness to 
the infinite tenderness of this father for his child. 

••The young man slept tranquilly, and his lips softy mur- 
mured a name — that of a woman — the same which had lately 
been revealed to me in his slumber." 

Rosarita's dark eyes seemed to question the narrator, but 
her words expired upon her parted lips ; she dared not utter 
the name her heait was whispering in her ears. 

••But I encroach ui>on your time," continued 6ayferoS| 
without appearing to notice llie young girl's agitation. **I 
draw towards the close of my narrative. 

••The young man woke just as day began to dawn. * Conio 
rade,^ said the giant to me, ^go down yonder and count the 
dead which these dogs have left behuid them.' 

♦* Eleven corpses stretched upon the ground," continued 
Gayferos, " and two captured horses, attested the victory oi 
these intrepid hunters." 

** Let all due honor be given to these formidable men," 
cried Don Augnstin, with enthusiasm, whilst his daughter, 
clapping her little hands together, exclaimed, with spark* 
ling eycs^ and an enthusiasm which equalled that of her 
Either — 

•* That is splendid ! that is sublime 1 so young, and yet so 
brave." 

Rosarita only lavished her praises upon the young un- 
known — though perhaps the acute perception which belong! 
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to a woman, and whioh almost resembles a second sight, migr 
have revealed to her his name. 

The narrator seemed to appreciate the praises bestowed 
upon his friends. 

^ But did you not learn their names V^ asked Dona Boia 
rita, timidly. 

*^ The elder was called Bois-Rose, the ^second Pep6. As 
to the young man — ^" 

Gayferos appeared vainly endeavouring to recall the name 
without remarking the anguish which was depicted in th« 
young girPs agitated frame, and visible in her anxious eyea. 

By the 'similarity of position between Tiburcio and the 
onknown, she could not doubt but that it was he ; and the 
poor child was collecting all her strength to listen to Iiis 
name, and not to utter, on hearing it, a cry of happiness aod 
love. 

^ As to the young man,'' continued the narrator, " he waa 
called Fabian." 

At this name, which was unknown to the young girl, aod 
which at once destroyed her pleasant delusions, she pressed 
her hand upon hor heart, her lips became white, and the 
colour which hope had revived in her check faded away. 
She could only repeat mechanically, 

" Fabian !" 

At this moment the recital was interrupted by the entrance 
of a servant. The Chaplain bogged the hacicndado to coma 
to him for an instant, upon some business he had to commu- 
nicate to him. 

Don Angnstin quitted the apartment, saying that ^^ 
should speedily return. 

Gayferos and the young girl were now left alone ; \ 
former observed her some moments in silence, and witl \ 
delight he could scarcely conceal, saw that Roearita trembi 1 
beneath the folds of her sUk scarC By a secret feelinp r 
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poor child divined that Gayferos had not yet finished. Al 
length the latter said gently, 

'^Fahian bore, another name, Senorita ; do you wish U 
hear it « while we are alone and without witnesses?'* 

Rosarita tnmed pale. 

^ Another name ? oh, speak it I** she cried, in a trembling 
Toice. 

*' He was long known as Tiburcio Arellanos.'* 

A cry of joy escaped the yonng girl, who rose from her 
Beat, and approaching the bearer of this good news, seized 
his hand. 

"Thanks! thanks!'* she exclaimed, "if my heart has not 
already spoken them." 

Then she tottered across the chamber, and knelt at the 
feet of a Madonna, which, framed in gold, hung against the 
wall. 

"Tiburcio Arellanos," continued the narrator, "is now 
Fabian, and Fabian is the last descendant of the Counts of 
Modiana — a noble and powerful Spanish fiimily." 

The young girl continued on her knees in prayer without 
appearing to listen to Gayferos' words. 

" Immense possessions, a lofty name, titles, and honours. 
AU these he will lay at the feet of the woman who shall 
Incept his hand." 

The young girl continued her fervent prayer without turn- 
ing her head. 

" And, moreover,** resumed the narrator, " the heart of 
Don Fabinn de Mediana still retuns a feeling which wat* 
dear to the heart of Hburcio Arellanos.** 

Kosarita paused in her prayer. 

" Tiburcio Arellanos will be here to-night.** 

This lime the young girl no longer prayed. It was Tibor- 
CIO and not Fabian, Count of Mediana. Tlburdo, poor, and 
unknown, for whom she had wept. At the sound of this 
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uane, she lutened. Honoura, titles, wealth 1 What were 
thoy to her? Fabian lived, and loved her still, what more 
eould she desire t 

^*If yon will come to the breach in the wall^ where, full ol 
despair, he parted from yon, yon will flbd him there this very 
evening. Do you remember the place?" 

*^ Oh I my God t" she murmured, sofUy, ^ do I not viat it 
every evening?" 

And once more bending before the image of the Yirgis, 
Rosarita resumed her interrupted prayer. 

The adventurer contemplated for some instants this enthii- 
siastio and beautiful creature, her scarf partly concealing her 
figure, her nude shoulders caressed by the long tresses of 
her dark hair, which fell in soft rings upon tiieir surface ; 
then without interrupting her devotion, he rose from his seat 
and silently quitted the chamber. 
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Wbbn Don Augustin Pefia returned, he found his daughter 
alone, and still kneeling ; he waited until her prayer was fin- 
ished. The news of Don Estevan's death so entirely occu- 
pied the haciendado's mind that he naturally attributed Dona 
Rosarita's pious action to another motive than the ti'ie c**''. 
He believed that she was offering up to Heaven a ferv ( 
prayer for the repose of his spirit, whose mysterious end ti r 
had just been made acquainted with. 

" Every day," said he, " during the following year, i 
Chaplain will, by my orders, say a mass for Don Estev i 
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soul, for this man spake of the justice of God, which wai 
accomplished in the desert. These words are serious, and 
the manner with which they were pronounced, leaves no 
doubt as to their veracity." 

" May God pardon him !" replied Rosarlta, rising from hcf 
knees, " and grant him the mercy he requires.** 

" May God pardon him !" repeated Don Augustin, earn- 
estly, " the noble Don Estevan was- no ordinary man, or 
rather, that you may now know it, Rosarita, Don Antonio 
de Mediana, who, in his lifetime, was Knight of the Grand 
Cross, and Duke de Armada.*' 

" Mediana, did you say, my father f'» cried the young girl, 
'* what ! he must then be his son ?" • 

** Of whom do you speak ?" asked Don Augustin, in asto- 
nishment, " Don Antonia was never married. What can you 
mean ?" 

'* Nothing, my father, unless it be that your daughter is 
to-day very happy." 

As she said these words, Doiia Rosarita threw her arms 
round her father's neck, and leaning her head upon his breast 
burst into a passion of tears ; but in these tears there was no 
bitterness, they flowed softly, like the dew which the Ame- 
rican jasmine sheds in the morning from its purple flowers. 

The haciendado, but little versed in the knowledge of 4he 
female heai-t, misconstrued the tears, which are sometimes 
a luxury to women ; and he could conceive nothing of the 
happiness which was drawing them from his daughter's eyes. 

He questioned her anew, but she contented herself with 
answering, while her lips were parted by a smile, and he? 
eyes were still moist. 

** To-morrow t shall tell you all, my father." 

The good haciendado did indeed require the explanation 
of this mystery, when he was left in ignorance of the chief 
iaot concerning it. 

19* 
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" We Lave another duty to fulfil ;'* continued he ; " thi 
last wish expressed by Don Antonio, on parting from me, 
was that you should be united to the Senator Tragaduros. 
It will bo in compliance with the request of one who is now 
no more, that this marriage should no longer be delayed. 
Do you see any obstacle to it, Rosarita V^ 

The young girl started at these words, which reminded 
her of the fatal engagement she had sought to banish from 
memory. Her bosom swelled, and her tears flowed afresh. 

" Well," said the haciendado, smiling, " this is another 
proof of happiness, is it not ?" 

*' Of happiness I" repeated Rosarita, bitterly. ** Oh I no, 
no, my father I" 

Don Augustin was now more puzzled than ever ; for, as he 
himself alleged, his life had been spent more in studying the 
artifices of Indians, with whom he had long disputed hii 
domain, than in diving into the hearts of women. 

*' Oh, my father !" cried Rosarita, " this marriage would 
liow prove a sentence of death to your poor child I" 

At this sudden declaration, which he had not expected, 
Don Augustin was quite stupefied, and it was with difficulty 
he sul>ducd the anger to which it had given rise. 

*' What 1" he cried, with some warmth, " did you not your- 
self consent to this marriage only a month ago? Did yon 
not agree that it should be consummated when we knew 
that Don Estevan could not return ? He is dead ; what then 
do you wish ?" 

" It is true, father ; I did fix that period, but — ^^ 

"Well!" 

" But I did not know that he still lived," 

" Don Antonio de Mediana ?" 

" No ; Don Fabian do Mediana," replied Rosarita, in , 
voice. 

" Don Fabian ? who is this Fabian of whom you spea 
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•• lie whom we called Tibarcio Arellanos.'* 

Don Aagostin remained mute witb surprise : his daughter 
took advantage of his dlence. 

^ When I consented to this mt^riage,** said she, **I be- 
lieved that Don Fabian was for ever lost to us. I did not 
know that he still loved me ; and yet — consider whether I 
do not love jou, my father; consider what a grievous sacri- 
fice I made in my affection for you — I knew well— »• 

As she spoke these words — ^her eyes moist with tears, yet 
shining with their own sweet lustre — ^the poor girl aip- 
preached, and, by a sudden impulse, threw heraelf upon her 
fiither's shoulder to hide her rising blushes. 

** I knew then that I loved him only," she murmured. 

** But of whom do you speak ?*» 

*^ Of Tiburcio Arellanos — of the Count Fabian de Mediana 
— -4hey are one and the same person.'' 

** Of the Count Mediana?" repeated Don Augustin. 

•' Yes," cried Rosarita, passionately ; " I still love in him 
Tiburcio Arellanos, however noble, powerful, and rich may 
be at this hour Count Fabian de Mediana." 

Koble, powerful, aiid rich, are words that sound well in 
the ear of an ambitious fitther, when applied to a young man 
wbom he loves and esteems, but whom he believes to be 
poor. Tiburcio Arr llanos would have met with a refusal 
from Don Augustk — softened, it is true, by affectionate 
words — but had not Fabian de Mediana a better chance of 
success ? 

** Will you tell -ne how Tiburcio Arellanos can be Fabian 
de Mediana?" ask^i Don Augustin, with more curiosity than 
anger. ^* Who g»ve you this information ?" 

^ You were not present at the dose of the stranger's nar- 
rative," replied Dofia Rosarita, *^ or you would have heard 
that the young companion of the two brave hunters, whose 
dangers he nobly shared, was no other than Tiburcio Arel* 
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lanoSi now become the Coimt Fabian de Mediana. To tUi 
day I am ignorant of ho v, alone and wonnded, he quitted 
the hadenda, and by what circumstances he found these 
unexpected protectors — or what relationship exists between 
Tiburdo and the Duke de Annada. But this man, who 
knows, will tell jou.'' 

**Let him be instantly- sought,'* said Don Augustin, quickly; 
and he called an attendant to whom he gave the order. 

Don Angnstin awaited with the greatest impatience, the 
return of Gayferos; but they sought him in yain. He had 
disappeared. We shall presently exj^n the moUre of his 
departure. Almoet at the same moment in which the had- 
endado and his daughter were informed of it, another atten 
dant entered to announce that Tragaduros was dismounting 
m the court-yard of the hacienda. 

The coincidence of the Senator's return with the approach- 
ing arrival of Fabian, was one of those events in which 
dianoe, oftener than might be supposed, sports with the 
events of real life. 

Bosarita, in order to seoure an ally in her father, hastened 
to embrace him tenderly, and to testify her astonishment at 
a miracle, which had converted the adopted son of a gambu* 
sino into the heir of one of the most powerful feunilies in 
Spain. After having launched this twofold dart agunst the 
Senator, the young girl vanished from the apartment, leaving 
her &ther alone. 

Tragaduros entered like a man who feels that the an- 
nouncement of his arrival is always welcome. His manner 
was that of a future kinsman, for he had obtained the fii^€ " 
promise and the daughter's consent, although that cona 
was only tacitly given. However, notwithstanding his sv 
satis&ction, and his confidence in the future, the Sensd 
could not £iil to remark the grave reserve of Don Augustii 
manner. He thought himself at liberty to remark it. 
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" DoQ Estevan do Arechiza, the Duke of Amiada, is no 
more,'' said the haciendado; **both yoa and I have lost a 
dear and noble friend." 

"What, dead?" cried the Senator, hiding his face with an 
embroidered cambrio handkerchief. " Poor Don Estevan I 
I do not think I shall ever be able to console myself." 

IDs future, nevertheless, might not have been obscured by 
perpetual grief^ for the regret he expressed was &r from 
being in harmony with his most secret thoughts. While he 
acknowledged the many obligations he owed to Don Estevan, 
he could not help remembering that had he lived, he would 
have been compelled to spend in political intrigues the half 
of bis wife's marriage portion; half a million of money he 
must thus have thrown to the dogs. It is true, he said to 
himself^ I shall neither be a count, marquis, or duke of any 
kind, but to my thinking, half a million of money is worth 
more than a title, and will multiply my pleasures considera- 
bly. This fatal event will besides hasten the period of my 
marriage. Perhaps after all Don Estevjm's death is not a 
misfoi*tune. *^Poor Don Estevan," he continued! aloud, 
" what an unexpected blow 1" 

Tragaduros had yet to learn that it might have been 
better for him had Don Estevan lived. We wiU leave him 
with the haciendado, and follow Qayferos — for perhaps the 
reader will be glad to hear from him again. 

The adventurer had saddled his horse, and unseen by any* 
body had crossed the plain and again taken the road which 
ed to the Presidio of Tubac. 

The route which he followed for some time brought hmi 
in contact with few travellers, and when by chance some 
horseman appeared in the distance, Qayferos, as he passed 
him, exchanged an impatient salutation, but failed to rccog« 
nize the one he sought. 

Tiie day was drawing towards a close, and it was at a lats 
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hour when Gayfcros uttered a joyful exdamatiun on sediig 
three travellers advaiiciDg at a gallop. 

These travellers were no others than the Canadian, Pep£, 
and Fabian de Mediana. The giant was mounted upon a 
strong mule, larger and more vigorous than the Mexican 
horses. Nevertheless this animal was somewhat out of pro- 
portion with the gigantic stature of the rider. 

Fabian and Pep6 rode two excellent coursers, which thej 
had taken from the Indians. 

The young man was greatly changed dnce the day when 
he arrived for the first time at the Hacienda del Yenado. 

Painful and indelible recollections had left their traces 
upon his pale and wasted cheeks, a few wrinkles furrowed 
his brow, though the brilliancy of his eye was heightened by 
the sorrowful reflection of the passion which consumed him. 
But perhaps in the eyes of a woman his pale and dckly ap- 
pearance might render the young Count of Mediana still more 
handsome and interesting than was that of Tiburcio Arellanos. 

Would not that countenance, ennobled by toil and travel, 
remind DoSa Rosarita of the love for which she had every 
reason to feel proud and happy. Would it not tell of dan- 
gers overcome, and surround itself with a double halo of 
'Sacrifice and suffering ? 

As to the rough countenances of the hunters, sun, fiitiguc, 
and danger of every kind had left them unchanged. If the 
hot winds had bronzed their skin, rix months more of the 
adventurous life to which they were accustomed left no 
trace upon their sunburnt features. 

They testified no surprise .on seeing the gamburino, but . 
lively curiosity was depicted in the glance of each. A looP 
from Gayferos, however, soon satisfied them. That loo' 
doubtless assured them that all was as they wished. FalH^ 
alone expressed some astonishment on seeing his old coi 
ponion so near the Hacienda del Vcnado. 



^Was It in order to precede us here that you came to taki 
leave of us near Tnbao ?" asked Fabian. 

"Doubtless — did I not tell you so?'* replied Qayferos. 

"I did not understand you thus," said Fabian, who, Tiith- 
out seeming to attach much importance to that which was 
said or done around him, relapsed into the melancholy silence 
which had become habitual to hinu 

GayferoA turned his horse's head round, and the four tra 
Tellers continued their journey in silence. 

At the expiration of an hour, during which QsjferoB and 
the Canadian only exchanged a few words in a low tone, and 
to which Fabian, always absorbed in thought, gave no atten- 
tion, the recollections of a past, not very remote, orowded 
upon the memory of the three travellers. They were again 
crossing the plain which extends beyond £1 Salto de Agua, 
and a few minutes afterwards they reached the torrent itself 
which foams down perpetually between the rocks. A bridge, 
the same size as the former one, replaced that which had been 
precipitated into the gulf below by those men who now slept 
their last sleep in the valley of gold, the object of their am« 
bition. 

The Canadian here dismounted. 

^*' Now, Fabian," said he, ** here Don Estevan was found ; 
the three bandits (I except, however, poor Diaz, the terror 
of the Indians), were there. See, here are still the prints ol 
your horse's hoofs — ^when he slipped from thjp rook, dragging 
you downwards in his fall. Ah! Fabian, my child, I can 
even now see the water foaming around you— even now hear 
the cry of anguish I uttered. What an impetuous young 
man you then were I" 

" That I no longer am," said Fabian, smiling sadly. 

" Oh, no I at the present time your manner is imbued with 
the fii*m stoicism of an Indian warrior who smiles at the tor« 
tnics of the stake. In the midst of these scenes your fiiot 
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b calm, yet I am convinced the recollections they recall 
to you must be haiTowing in the extreme; is it not so, 
Fabian?" 

•* You are mistaken, my fiither," replied Fabian ; ** my 
heart resembles this rock, where, though you say so, I no 
longer trace my horse's hoofi ; and my memory is mnte aj 
the echo of your own voice, which you seem still to hear. 
When, before suffering me to return and live forever re* 
moved from the inhabitants of yonder deserts, you required 
as a last trial that I should again behold a spot which might 
recall old recollections, I told you those recollectioiis no lon- 
ger existed*" 

A tear dimmed the Canadian's eye, but he concealed it by 
turning his back to Fabian as he remounted his mule. 

The travellers then crossed the bridge formed of the truuka 
of trees. 

^^Do you trace upon this moss which covers the ground the 
print of my horse's hoo& when I pursued Don Estevan and 
his troop?" asked Fabian of Bois-Rose. *'Not the dead 
leaves of the past winter have obliterated them — the grass 
which sprang up after the rainy season has grown over 
them." 

^' Ah I if I raised the leaves, if I tore up the grass, I should 
again discover their traces, Fabian ; and if I searched the 
depth of your heart — ^— " 

*' You would find nothing, I tell you," interrupted Fabian, 
with some impatience; ^*but I am mistaken," he added, 
gently, *' you would find a reminiscence of childhood, one ot 
those in which you are associated, my father." 

" I believe it, Fabian, I believe it-r-you who have been 
delight of my whole life; but I have told you that I will i 
accept your sacrifice until to-morrow at this hour, when j 
shall have seen all, even the breach in the old wall, over whir 
yon once sprung, wounded in body and spuit." 
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" Come nearer, 'fiburdo/' she said ; ** see ! here is my hand.** 
Fabian rushed forward to her feet. He seised the hand rhe littered codtiu 
tried in vain to speak.— Pack 458. 
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A fifanddcr, like that of the condemned on seeing the last 
lerrible iostriunent of torture, passed through Fabian's frame. 
The travellers halted at length, in that part of the forest 
sitaated between the Salto de Agua and the haeiendl^ 
in the open space where Fabian had found in the Canadian 
aod his comrade, friends whom God seemed to have sent to 
him from the. extreme ends of the earth. 

l^ow the shades of night no longer obscured the silent 
depths of the American forest — a silence in which there is 
Bomething awful when the sim. in its zenith sends forth buin* 
ing rays like blades of crimson fire, when the flower of the 
lliana closes its chalice, when the stems of the grass drop 
languidly downwards as though in search of nourishment, 
and the whole £[ice of nature, silent and inanimate, appears 
buried in ^eep. The distant roar of the cataract was the 
only sound which at this hour broke the stillness of the 
forest. 

The travellers unsaddled, and having removed their 
horses' bridles, fastened them at some distanee off. As they 
had travelled alt night to escape the heat of the sun, they de* 
termined to take their siesta under the shade of the trees. 

Gayferos was the first who fell asleep. His affection for 
Fabian was not disturbed by any fears for the future. Pep6 
was not long in following his example. The Canadian only 
and Fabian did not close their eyes. 

" You are not sleeping, Fabian,*' said Bois-Rose, in a low 
voice. 

** No, nor yon. Why do you not take some rest, like our 
companions ?" 

*^ One cannot sleep, Fabian, in a spot consecrated by so 
.any sacred memories," replied the old hunter. "Tins 
lat^e is rendered holy to me. Was it not hero that, by the 
itervention of a miracle, I again found you in the heart ol 
his forest, after havmg lost you upon the wide ocean ? I 
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shodd be ungrateful to the Almighty if J could forget this— i 
even to obtain the rest which he has appointed for a8.»» 

*' I tiiiuk as yon do, my fether, and hsten to your TrordSp* 
replied the yomiaf count. 

^' Thanks, Fabian ; thanks also to that God who ordained 
that I should find vou with a heart so noble and so loving. 
See ! here are still the remains of the fire near which I sat ; 
here are the brands, still black, tfiough they hare been 
washed by the rain of an entire season. Here is the tree 
against which I leant on the happiest evening of my life, 
since it restored you to me; for now 'that I can again call 
you my son, each day of my existence has been fraught with 
happiness, until I learnt what I should have understood, that 
my affection for you was not that to which the young' heart 
aspires." 

" Wliy so frequently allude to this subject, my &ther ?** 
said Fabian, with that gentle submission which Is more cut- 
ting than the bitt4?rest reproach. 

" As you will. Let us not ag^n allude to that which may 
pain you ; we shall speak of it after the trial to which I have 
Bubraitteil you." 

The father and son — ^for we may indeed call them so— 
now maintained a long silence, listening only to the voices of 
nature. The sun appnoached the horizon, a light breese 
sprung up and rustled amon^ the leaves; already hopping 
from branch to branch, the birds resumed their song, the 
insects swarmed in the grass, and the lowing of cattle was 
heard in the distance. It was the denizens of the forest who 
welcomed the return of evening. 

The two sleepers awoke. 

After a short and substantial repast, of which Gayferoshad 
brought the materials from the Hacienda del Venado, the 
four travellers awaited in calm meditation the hour of their 
great tiial. 

Some time passed away before the azure sky above the 
open clearing was overcast. 

Gradually, however, the light of day diminished on t 
approach of twilight, and then myriads of stars shone in tl 
firmament, like sparks sown by the sun as he quittx^d tl 
horizon. At length, as on that evening to which so ma> 
recollections belonged, when Fabian, ^vounded, reached t 
wood-rangei*s by their fire, the moon illumined the summ 
of the trees ana the glades of the forest. 
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•* Shall we light a fire ?" inquired Pep6. 

*^ Certainly; for it may chance that wo shall spend thf 
night here," replied Bois-Rose. ^^ Is not this yvur desire, 
Fabian ?" 

" It matters little to me," replied the young man ; " here 
or yonder, are we not always agreed ?" 

Fabian, as we have stud, had long felt that the Canadian 
oonld not live, even with him, in the heart of towns, withoat 
yearning for the liberty and free air of the desert. Ue knew 
also that to live without him would bo still more impossible 
for his comrade ; and he had generously offered himself as a 
sacrifice to the affection of the old hunter. 

Bois-Rose was aware of the full extent of the saofifice, and 
the tear he had that morning shed by stealth, was one of 
gratitude. We shall by-and-by outer more fully into the 
Canadian's feelings. 

The position oifthe stars indicated eleven o'clock. 

" Go, my son," said Bois-Rose to Fabian. " When you 
nave reached the sp.">t where you parted from the woman 
who perhaps loved you, put your hand upon your heart. If 
you do not feel its pulses beat quicker, return, for you will 
tlien have overcome the past." 

*^ I shall return, then," replied Fabian, in a tone of melan- 
oholv firmness : *'*' memory is to ra^ like the breath of the 
wind which passes by without resting, and leaves no trace." 

He departed slowly. A fresh breese tempered the hot 
exhalations which rose from the earth. A resplendent moon 
shone upon the landsca|>e at the moment when Fabian, 
having quitted the shadow of the forest, reached the open 
fipace intervening betweeu it and the wall inclosing the haci- 
en<la. 

Until that moment he proceeded with a slow but firm step, 
but when, through the silver vapours of the night, he per* 
ccived the white wall with the breach in the centre partly 
visible, iiU pace slackened, and his knees trembled under him. 

Did he dread his approaching defeat? for his conscience 
told him already that he would be vanquished — or was it 
rather those recollections which, now so painfully recalled, 
rose up before him like the floods of the sea ? 

There was a deep silence, and the night, but for a slight 
vapour, was dear. AH at once Fabian halted and stood still 
like the dismayed traveller, who sees a phantom rise up in hit 
path. A white and airy form a]>pearod distinetly visiUt 
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(ibove the breach m the old wall. It resembled one of 1h« 
faines in the old legends of the north, which to the eje of th« 
Scandinavian idolatera floated amidst vapours and mists. To 
the eye of Fabian it bore the angel form of his first and onlj 
love! 

For one instant this lovely apparition appeared to Fabiruk 
to melt away ; bat his eyes deceived him, lor in spite of hitn- 
self they were obscured. The vision remained stationary. 
When he had strength to move, he advanced nearer, and still 
the vision did not disappear. 

The young man's heart felt as if it would burst, for at this 
moment a horrible idea crossed his mind. He believed that 
what he saw was Rosarita^s spirit, and he would rather a 
thousand times have known her living, though pitiless and 
disdainful, than behold her dead, tl^on^h she appe:ired in the 
form of a gentle and benignant apparition. 

A voice, whose sweet accents fell upon his ear like hea- 
venly music, failed to dLS]>el the illusion, though the voice 
Bpoke in human accents. 

" Is it you, Tiburcio ? I expected you." 

Even the penetration of a spirit from the other world could 
not have divined that he would return from such a distance. 

" Is it you, Rosarita ?" cried Fabian, in a scarcelv percep- 
tible voice, •* or a delusive vision which will quickly disap- 
pear?" 

And Fabian stood motionless, fixed to the spot, so greatly 
did he fear that the beloved image would vanish from hia 
Bight. 
"'* It is I," said the voice ; " I am indeed here." 

" O God I the trial will be more terrible than I dared to 
think," 8^lid Fabian, inwardly. 

And he advanced a step forward, then paused; the poor 
younor man did not entertain a hope. 

^^ By what miracle of heaven do I find you here?" he 
cried. 

" I come every evening, Tiburcio," replied the jozng girl 

This time Fabian began to tremble more with love tbs 
ho])e. 

We have seen that Rosarita, in her last interview wit' 
Fabian, chose rather to run the risk of death than conf< 
that she loved him. Since then she had sufiTered so nine 
she had shed so many tears, that now love was etron jer thi. 
virgin purity. 



THB BETtJBN', « 45t 

A young rirl may sometimes, by such oonrage, sanctiiy 
and enhance ner modesty. 

" Come nearer, Tiburcio," she said ; " see ! here is my 
hand.'» 

Fabian rushed forward to her feet. He seized the hand 
she offered onvulsiTely, bat he tried in vain to speak. 

The young girl looked down with anxioas tenderness upon 
his face. 

**Let me see if you are much changed, Tiburcio," she 
continued. ** Ah I yes. Grief has left its traces on your 
brow, but honour has ennobled it. You are as brave as you 
are handsome, Tiburcio. I learned with pride that danger 
had never made your cheek turn pale.** 

"You heard, did you say?" cried Fabian; "but iwrihai 
have you heard ?*» 

" All, Tiburcio ; even to your most secret thoughts. I 
have heard all, even of your coming here this evening. Do 
you understand ? and I am here !" 

" Before I dare to comprehend, Rosarita, — ^for this time a 
mistake would kill me,** continued Fabian, whose heart was 
stin-ed to its very depths by the young girl's words, and the 
tenderness of her manner, " will you answer one question, 
that is if I dare to ask it ?»» 

"Dare, then, Tiburcio," said Rosarita, tenderly. "Ask 
what yoa wish. I came to-night to hear you — ^to deny you 
nothing." 

" Listen," said the young Count : " six months ago I had 
to avenge my mother's death, and that of the man who had 
stood in my Other's place, Marcos Arellanos ; for if you 
know all, you know that I am no longer ^" 

" To me you are the same, Tiburcio ; I never knew Don 
Fabian de Mediana." 

"The wretch who was about to expiate his crime — the 
assassin of Marcos Arellanos, in short, Cuchillo — ^begged for 
his life. I had no power to grant it; when he cried, ^I ask 
it in the name of Dona Rosarita, who loves you, for I heard 

^,» the suppliant was upon the edge of a precipice. I 

would have pardoned him for love of you ; when one of my 
companions precipitated him into the gulf below. A hnrv 
drcd times, in the silence of the night, I recalled that suppli 
ant voice, and asked myself in anguish. What did ho then 
hear f I ask it of you this evening, Rosarita." 

*^ On.^c, once only, did my lips betray the secret of my 
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heart. It was here, in this very spot, when yon had (|aitted 

oar dwelling. I will repeat to you what I then said." 

The girl seemed to be ooUecting all her strength, before 
she dared tell the young man that she loved hiiu, and that 
openly and passionately ; then — her pure countenance shining 
with virgin innocence, which fears not, because it knows no 
ill, she turned towards Tiburcio. 

^^ I have suffered too much," she said, " from one mistaket 
to allow of any other ; it is thus, then, with my hands in 
yours, and my eyes meeting yours, that I repeat to yon what 
I then said. You had fled from me, Tiburcio. I knew you 
were far away, and I thought Go<l alone heard me when 1 
cried : ' Come backy Tiburcio^ come back I I love only 
you!''' 

Fabian, trembling with love and happiness, knelt humbly 
at the feet of this pure young girl, ns he might have 
done before a Madonna, who had descended from her 
pedestal. 

At this moment he was lost to all the world, — ^Bois-Rose, 
the past, the future — ^all were. forgotten like a dream on 
awaking, and he cried in a broken voice : 

^^ Rosarita ! I am youi-s for ever ! I dedicate my future lifi? 
to you only." 

Rosarita uttered a faint cry. Fabian turned, and remained 
mute with astonishment. 

Leaning quietly upon his long carbine, stood Bois-Rose, a 
few paces from them, contemplating, with a look of deep 
tenderness the two lovers. 

It was the realization of his dream in the isle of Rio Gila. 

" Oh, my father f" cried Fabian sadly; "do you forgive 
me for suffering myself to be vanquished V" 

" Who would not have been, in your place, my beloved 
Fabian ?" said the Canadian, smiling. 

" I have broken my oath, my £ither !" continued Fabian ; 
" I had promised never to love any other but you. Pardon I 
pardon !" 

"Child, who implores pardon, when it is I who shou 
%sk it ?" said BoisRose ; " you were more generous than 
Fabiau. Never did a lioness s>iatch her cub from the banc 
of the hunters, and carry it to her den, with a mt)re sava^ 
love tlifin I dragged you from the habitations of men to hidk 
you in the desert. I was liappy, because all my alTection 
were centered in you j and I believed that you might also b. 
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90. You did not murmur ; 70U sacrificed, nnhesitatinglj, all 
the treasures of your youth — ^a thousand times more precioofi 
than those of the Golden Valley. I did not intend it should 
be so, and it is I who have been selfish, and not generous, 
for if you had died of grie^ I should have died also." 

*' What do you mean ?" cried Fabian. 

" What I say, child. Who watched over your slumbers 
during long niffhts, to hear from your lips the secret wishes 
of your heait ? It was I, who determined to accompany to 
this spot, Qayferoa, whom at your intercession I saved from 
the hands of the Apaches. Who sent him to seek this beauti- 
ful and gracious lady, and learn if in her heart, she still 
treasured your memory ? It was I still, m^ child, for your 
happiness is a thousand times more precious than mine. 
Who persuaded you to make this last trud ? It was still I, 
my child, who knew that you must succumb to it. To-mor- 
row I had s^d to you, I will accept your sacrifice; but Gay- 
feros had even then road the most secret pages of tliis lady's 
mb heart. Why do you ask my pardon, when I teO you it is I, 
K who should ask yours?" 

^^7 The Canadian, as he finished these words, opened his arms 
***to Fabian, who eagerly rushed into his embrace. 

" Oh, my father," cried he, *' so much happiness frightens 
me, for never was man happier than I." 

" Grief will come when God wills it," said the Canadiai^ 
solemnly. 

" But you, what will become of you ?" asked Fabian, anx- 
iotisly. " Your loss will be to mo the only bitterness in my 
full cup of joy." 

"As God wills, my child," answered the Canadian. "It 
is true, I cannot live in cities, but this dwelling, which will be 
yours, is on the borders of the desert. Does not infinity sur- 
round me here? I shall build with Pope — Ho, Pep6," 
Kaid the hunter in a loud voice, " come and ratify my pro- 
mise." 

Pepc and Gayferos come forward at the hunter's summons. 

" I and I*ep!6," he conthmed, " will build a hut of the 
trunks and bark of trees upon tlie spot of ground where I 
found you again. We shall not always beat home, it is true; 
but perhaps some time hence should you wi«h to claim the 
name and fortune of your diicc-Jl^-rs in Spain, you will find 
j two friends ready to follow you to the end of the world. 
Come, my Fabi:m, I have no doubt that I shall be even hap» 
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pier than yoa, for I shall experience a double bliss in my lia|^ 
piness and yours.*' 

But why dwell longer upon snoh scenes ? happiness ia ao 
transitory and impalpable that it wiH not bear either analysis 
•or description. 

^^ There remsuns but one obstacle now,** resumed the hun- 
ter. ** Thw sweet lady's father.** 

** To-morrow he will expect his son,** interupted Rosa- 
rita, who stood by, listening with singular interest to the disr 
logue. 

** Then let me bless mine,** Siud the Canadian. 

Fabian knelt before the hnnter. 

The latter removed his fur cap, and with moist eyea raised 
to the starry heavens, he said — 

^^ Oh ! my God ! bless my son, and grant that his children 
may love him as he has been loved by his old Boia-Rose.** 

The following day the illustrious Senator returned in sad- 
ness to Arispe. 

*' I was sure,** he ssdd, *' that I should unceasingly moam 
for noor Don Estevan. I might at least have possessed, 
besiaes m^ wife's marriage portion, a title of honour and 
half a million of money. It is certainly a great misfortune 
that poor Don Estevan b dead.*' 

Some time afterwards a hut made of the bark and trunks 
of trees was built in the forest glade so well known to the 
reader. Often Fabian de Mediana, accompanied bv RosaritOi 
to whom he was now united by the holy ties of marriage, 
performed a pilgrimage to the dwellers in the hut. 

Perhaps at a Later period one of those {^Igrimages might 
be undertaken with the view of claiming the assistance 
of the two bravo hunters in an expedition to the Golden Val- 
ley or to the coast of Spain ; but that is a thbg of the 
future. Let us for the present be content with saying, that 
if the happiness of this world is not a vain delusion, in truth 
it exists at the Hacienda del Venado, enjoyed by Fabiin, 
Rosarita, and the brave Wood'Iianger$ — repk and Boi«v 
Rose. 
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